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PREFACE. 



T^HREE and twenty years ago I put my pen to 
paper in my little work entitled " Household 
' Hints," with an earnest hope that it might be 
useful to a class of young housekeepers in England, 
who at that time would have thought it beneath 
a lady to know anything of the arrangement of 
her minage. Many assurances of the helpful 
nature of this little book, with its successor 
^^ Domestic Hints," have reached me ; and the 
demand for a new edition each succeeding year 
leads me still to hope, that notwithstanding the 
many similar publications which have followed 
mine, a door may still be open through which the 
information conveyed and the counsels contained 
in the pages may reach the homes of many young 
housewives and young mothers. 



IV PREFACE. 

The few ^^ Quiet Thoughts " I have noted down 
as the offering of an aged friend will, I trust, be 
accepted, written as they have been with a sincere 
desire to awaken reflection in the homes of the 
healthy and in the chambers of the sick ; and by 
their simplicity may some hearts be drawn 

" Nearer, my God, to Thee, nearer to Thee.'' 



Oldersham Hall, Lincolnshire, 

1875. 
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PART I. 



QUIET THOUGHTS ON THOUGHT. 



^ ^ *< The Lord searcheth all hearts, and understandeth all the imagina- 

tions of the thoughts." — 1 Chbon. xxviii. 9. 

** No thought can be withholden from Thee."— Job xlii. 2. 

" The Lord knoweth the thoughts of man, that they are vanity." — 
Ps. xciv. 11, 12. 

** I know their works and their thoughts." — Jbb. Ixvi 18. 

*' The thoughts of the righteous are right.*'— Peov. xii. 5. 

"The thoughts of the wicked are an abomination to the Lord." — 
Prov. XV. 26. 

**God is a discemer of the thoughts and intents of the heart." — 
Heb. iv. 12. 

Jesus knew their thoughts." — Matt. xii. 25. 



{( 



a 



" Thoughts shut up want air, 
And spoil like bales unopened to the sun. 
Had thought been all, sweet speech had been denied — 
Speech ! thought's canal ; speech ! thought's criterion too. 
Thought in the mine may come forth gold or dross ; 
When coined in words, we know its real worth. 
If sterling, store it for thy future use ; 
'Twill buy thee benefit, perhaps renown. 
Thought, too, delivered is the more possessed ; 
Teaching we learn, and giving we retain. 
The births of intellect ; when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intellectual fire ; 
Speech burnishes our mental magazine, 
Brightens for ornament, and whets for use.*' 

Young. 



i 



ON THOUGHT. 



It seems a bold pen that would touch on a subject 
which Max Miiller and his school find almost too 
deep for discussion. I must offer an apology for 
my presumption, with this assurance, that while I 
leave metaphysical questions to master-minds to 
combat, I desire but to touch the current of 
thought as it runs through our daily lives. Look- 
ing at our subject in its plain dictionary meaning, 
that " thought is either the act or operation of 
the mind when attending to a particular subject 
or thing, or it is the idea consequent on that 
operation," or taking a scriptural meaning of 
thought, working upon the "conscience, "accusing 
or else excusing," I offer my simple thoughts upon 
thought. 

Granted that, of all the possessions of the 
human mind, nothing can be more curious or 
difficult of definition than thought itself; so 
active is the principle within us, it may be 
called the perpetual motion of the mind, the 
pendulum of which is impelled backward and 
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forward by its own impetus. Thoughts are born 
from things invisible or dimly seen— they take 
root — they grow — they spread, but like the im- 
mortal soul they never die, but are recreated, and 
bring forth fruit according as they have been 
grafted on the good or evil heart. None can doubt 
that thought in a well-disciplined mind is held 
in a degree under restraint, but only in a degree ; 
and on the contrary, as a stream from an impure 
source will be turbid and polluted, so thought in 
an ungoverned heart will be '^ sensual, devilish." 
Words flatter, while thoughts deceive. The 
all-seeing eye of God is never more strongly 
impressed upon us than when He is spoken of 
as the "Discerner of the thoughts of the heart;" 
not my words, not my actions, but my thoughts^ 
unveiled before the Almighty One. Marvellous 
omniscience ! Well might we all exclaim with 
Holy David, ^' Search me, God, and know my 
heart; try me, and know my thoughts, and see 
if there be any wicked way in me, and lead me." 
Our blessed Saviour in His human nature proved 
Himself divine ; for where man could only judge 
others by outward and visible signs, Jesus could 
read the inward workings of the thoughts ; and 
He could ask the sceptic, "Wherefore think ye 
evil in your hearts ? " and the wily, " Why tempt 
ye Me?" How much need have we, then, for the 
Holy Spirit to guide our thoughts into all truth ; 
for do we keep our thoughts in subjection either 
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in our private or our public devotions ? Nay, even 
in our holiest services our thoughts are speeding 
far away, busy with the toiling, sorrowing with 
the sad, in life's vain show, or with the merchant 
and the mart — ^bound as it were by Satan's chain 
to ties of earth — ^while lips are uttering praise, 
and knees are bending in adoration to our God. 
Thoughts keep up a running accompaniment to 
our private devotions. We would not have it so ; 
and all our comfort in our weakness is, that our 
Heavenly Father " knoweth our frame, and remem- 
bereth that we are but dust." Again and again we 
repent and suppKcate for pardon ; again and again 
we tighten the rein to hold our thoughts under 
the influence of our holier feelings. 

" My heart inclines to bliss, 
Yet studies the straight way to miss ; 
My thoughts are loose and vain 
When I most strive them to restrain ; 
They fly at random all the world about, 
And render my best prayers careless and indevout." 

Ken. 

How little are our thoughts regulated either in 
reading or in conversation ! Mark the man who 
seizes on the volume for which he has anxiously 
and eagerly waited as the exponent of some 
theory long cherished by himself but hitherto 
unpractical. His eye cons over page by page — 
he descends into the mine to gather up the ore 
from the hitherto unexplored depths of another's 
mind ; but all this time his own thoughts are 
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flowing in an under-current, in unison with, or 
opposed to, the sentiments propounded. Or again, 
let conversation be however brilliant in power, 
however rapid in speech— where are the speaker's, 
where the listener's thoughts ? Are they not 
often wholly at variance with the subject-matter 
under discussion ? Even with an open interest- 
ing book, are you not often obliged to retrace a 
page that might have been a blank, because unwit- 
tingly your thoughts, instead of being with your 
book, were running a race through the air, the 
earth, the fire, or the water, with any element 
rather than with the words before your eyes ? 

" My words fly up, my thoughts remain below ; 
Words without thoughts never to heaven go." 

Surely if a medal were cast with Thought on 
one side. Hypocrisy would be on the obverse ; for* 
it is our thoughts which stamp us as hypocrites 
before that " Eye too pure to behold iniquity " — 
mere actors on the stage of life. When do our 
thoughts and actions run in so close a groove as 
to say the one is but the reflex of the other ? Is 
the course of action which appears so bright, so 
humane, so beneficent, intended only to benefit 
others and glorify God ? Has thought no little 
selfish corner, no love of praise, no self-righteous- 
ness? happy man that can thus walk in 
innocency before God I There are times and 
seasons when thoughts are totally abstracted from 
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the scenes around, and the dull cold eye appears 
to be travelling with thought on some far dis- 
tant expedition, though in the midst of mirth and 
joy. Were you never aroused in a scene of plea- 
sure by the echo of the words of John, ^' Love not 
the world. She that liveth in pleasure is dead 
while she liveth " ? Harmless and permissible as is 
a social life, the immortality of the soul will often 
assert itself to a reflecting mind when trifles are 
stealing time away that was intended to be used 
to profit. Thought is our useful mentor, and leads 
us, while mingling with the throng of joyous happy 
spirits,, "to keep ourselves unspotted from the 
world." Memory, like the -^olian harp, touched 
by an invisible power, reacts with its sweet but 
saddened tones upon the heart, the scenes of a 
by-past life which thought is painting. We cannot 
see a thought, except when Nature paints it in the 
passing smile, the gentle tear-drop, the angry 
frown, the searching gaze, the suffering brow; — all 
these are indications of an inner life of thought 
too sacred to be revealed. Keble thus power- 
fully expresses it : — 

** Why should we faint and fear to live alone, 
Since all alone, so Heaven has willed, we die ; 
Nor even the tenderest heart, and next our own. 
Knows half the reasons why we smile or sigh f " 

Thoughts need the relief of speech ; they cannot 
always be chained in the cavern of the mind ; 
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therefore our thoughts are spoken, in as far as 
speech can utter them.^ To every one time is 
given to weigh our thoughts in the balance of 
truth ; hence the charge, " Be not rash with thy 
mouth, and let not thine heart be hasty to utter 
anything before God." The thought unspoken is 
thine own ; the spoken word can never be recalled. 
As it has been said, ^^ A word unspoken is like 
the sword in the scabbard — thine ; if vented, thy 
sword is in another's hand." How forcibly the 
history of Eve illustrates this truth ! — ^her heart 
yearned after the fruit which hung so temptingly 
upon the bough ; though forbidden to be touched 
by Divine command, her wavering thoughts upon 
the question to her willing mind were, if evil 
should indeed follow an act of disobedience. No 
armour of faith was buckled on, no distrust in her- 
self; she stood apart from God. The thotight grew 
to the perfection of evil ; she saw the fruit was 
good; she listened to the tempter before she 
grasped the apple from the bough; for Satan's 
spirit answered each thought that trembled on the 
balance with a whispering. No I What were the 
thoughts of Eve as the piercing question echoed 
through the glades where the happy pair had been 
wont to hold sweet communing with their Maker, 

^ The Greek word Logot means the word by which the inward 
thought was expressed, and also the inward thought itself. Neither 
the Latin nor the English language has a word which comprehends 
both senses. — Liddell and Scott's Lexicon, 
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" Where art thoa ? '\ Were it not that in our own 
days we see men of endowment, of intellect, of 
refinement, and education, yielding to the tempter 
in his grosser forms, we should wonder how the 
fair Eve was beguiled by the allurements of such 
a form; but we thus become more terribly impressed 
by the conviction how soon thought may trans- 
mute what is essentially evil into an appearance 
of good. The prison-hours of some poor captives 
have proved on what small matters thought can 
rest for recreation, and the stern necessity for a 
divergence from that melancholy solitude of 
thought answering thought alone. The little 
prison flower or the spiders of a Bruce or a 
Pelisson,^ prove that thoughts are social beings ; 
and possibly no punishment can be greater from 
man to man than to be left in silence with our 
thoughts. Oh, to be left thus for years, alone in 
solitude and silence, the thought of the heart 
unheard, unanswered! Clouds of witnesses to 
man's cruelty could testify the suffering in 
contravention of that verdict of mercy, "It 
is not good that man should be alone." How 
deeply must this loneliness of thought be felt by 
the explorer in a distant unknown region 1 When 
some grand vision of beauty bursts upon the 
eye, some demonstration to the truth of his 
research strikes his mind, without an answer to 

^ P^isBon tamed a spider during his five years' captivity in the 
Bastile. 
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the hope within him, without a sympathy with 
his wondering gaze — alone — his uttered thought 
finds echo only from the mountain-sides, his 
words are carried through the rustling breeze, 
over the rushing torrent, or 'float away on the ice- 
berg frozen into an irresponsive mass, that chills 
the very heart to feel. Yet surely if ever God 
and man can meet, as it were, face to face on earth, 
it must be in this awful solitude. Man stands in 
Nature's wild, a silent, unforgotten thing — but 
love divine creeps into the inner being, and melts 
the heart hardened by its cold surroundings. 
The thoughts of that lonely heart ascend to the 
throne of grace above, and the strong bond of 
confidence between the creature and the Creator 
is awakened in its fulness and its freshness, and 
man finds a friend and companion in the desert, 
and awakens to a sense that he may be helping 
on the work of giving to the Redeemer of man- 
kind ^' the heathen for His heritage." 

The hermits of a long-forgotten age selected 
solitude, not from necessity, but from the love of 
seclusion. But from what did they retire ? Poli- 
tical and social life was all but an unpractised 
theory, the population sparse and ignorant ; 
thought, emerging from the cells of the brain, 
shrank from a cold unsympathising world, to 
learn within the cavern cell the great lesson of 
mind, and soul, and spirit — the inner essence of 
man's life, undeveloped even to himself. He left 
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nothing behind him to lament, nothing to desire. 
In his caverned home he heard, as with Elijah, the 
whirlwind and the earthquake, the rending moun- 
tains and the chasm'd rocks, and then felt that 
a Greater than himself was nigh ; till, in the 
coming night, when only the glistering lamps of 
heaven lit up the blackened space, the still small 
voice was heard which roused his thoughts to 
worship and to praise, and that drear solitude 
became the home of the hermit and his God. It 
would prove an unmanageable task to enter into 
the shades of thought arising from even the alter- 
nations of a single life. There would be too many 
spectres on the scene to be agreeable ; we should 
indeed too often behold ourselves as in a glass 
darkly ; and fearful must be the backward glance 
upon our thoughts that have been in open rebellion 
against our God, or cunningly devising schemes 
to plant sin in the thoughts of others. Are there 
not quiet hours in every life when the thoughts of 
the heart desire to rest in peace, and seek com- 
munion with holy things? There was a time 
when " the imagination of the thoughts of the 
heart were only evil continually." These were 
washed away by the sweeping waters of the deluge ; 
and thanks be to God that He who knoweth the 
thoughts of our hearts has opened for us a foun- 
tain in which all who come to it may be washed 
whiter than snow ; for " the blood of Jesus Christ 
cleanseth from all sin." 
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" E'er since by faith I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die* Cowper, 

In such quiet hours we contemplate the flight of 
time, the death of life and the life of death — ^the 
grave and the resurrection. We prepare for the 
suffering that may await us, for the furnace of 
God's love, which is to fit us according to our 
" need be" — for the ^^glory that shall be revealed; '* 
we hold communion with our departed saints ; we 
sit by the bedside of our sick ones, though far 
away from sight, and feel with Job, " No thought 
can be withholden from God." It is pleasant to 
reflect on the lives of those men who through 
grace have had their thoughts turned from evil 
works to serve the living God, 'whose repentance 
has been manifestly accepted, and who have been 
blessed by fruit gathered in their regenerated lives. 
There are quiet hours given to prepare us for 
active duties. That happiness is comparative is an 
undoubted fact ; the happiness of to-day may be 
but the shadow of our increased happiness to- 
morrow. Sometimes this change of enjoyment in 
the heart arises from constitutional defect, some- 
times from our grasping too easily the pleasures 
of the moment. But be this as it may; those 
who can keep their thoughts under the subjec- 
tion of a well-balanced mind are those who will 
accept the sentiment, ^'It is in our mind, and 
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not in our surroundings, we must find our 
happiness." 

" Forerunner to the purchasMJabode ! 
Oh, shed thou then upon me — e'en on me, 
Thy light to find, Thy strength to tread the road, 
To where the pure in heart shall dwell with Thee ! 
Take all Thine own — inspire, enkindle, raise 
My thoughts, my tongue, my life to Thy immortal praise." 

S. M. Waring. 

Thought travels with us in our longest pilgrim- 
age of life, with different intensity at special 
seasons. The first awakening to the morning 
dawn is full of thought ; like our shadow, it starts 
up with our body ; it will not quit our side. The 
past hours of sleep, the present occupation, the 
future necessities of life, are followed by vigorous 
activity of thought throughout the day. Caroline 
Fry, whose active deeds of benevolence knew no 
check, has often asserted that, her first waking 
thought was. How can I best serve God to-day ? 
This banished self exalted God, and made the 
creature-worker follow the great Kedeemer's foot- 
prints, who went about His Father's appointed 
work while the day of opportunity lasted. We 
might expect when Nature rests thought would also 
repose. We may judge the material, but not the im- 
material part of man, though theory upon theory 
arise to puzzle us. The wise man asserts that in 
his day " dreams arose from the multitude of 
business ;" but our experience will not put such a 
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limit upon dreams. The child as well as the n^an, 
the idle as well as the industrious, find the brain 
alike busy in the sleeping hours of life. The mid- 
night oil betrays the studious thougjit ; and even 
when Sleep is casting her faint shadow over eye 
and frame, thought seems clearer and more Vigorous 
than in her wakeful hours. Speeches are spoken, 
essays written, poems composed, and had those 
thoughts but the pen of the ready-writer at com- 
mand, these silent but eflfective effusions would 
secure the world's plaudits more than a lifetime 
of fame had purchased. ^' In the visions of the 
night, when deep sleep falleth upon man," thoughts 
rush like tributaries from the great ocean of the 
brain over rocks and precipices, or gently sail down 
the stream of life in a startling or a happy dream. 
Thought is a problem man can never solve ; but if 
man's destiny depends on the culture of the holy 
and the good, and the rejection of the evil and the 
impure, how loud the demand, how all-important is 
our call, for scrutiny of these enigmatic things I If 
from the influencing power of thought motives, 
words, and deeds arise, let us seriously contemplate 
the work before us for the residue of our days ; 
and " in the multitude of thoughts " thus created, 
" may comfort spring to delight our soul." 

" The motive power that rules our will, 
Transparent to thine eye ; 
Help us, Lord, to guard it still 
In purity ; 
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Lest thoughts, obedient to this power, 

Pregnant with words and deeds, 
Should bring forth oft a poisoned flower 
From beauteous seeds." 

Thoughts have been aptly termed " the eyes of 
the soul, as through them we either shut out 
Christ, or let in the Light of Life." 

Then awake and sing with the fresh inspired 
hope of keeping thought so under the dominion 
of your will, that to be the leader in the army of 
thoughtful virtue shall be your future and your 
highest aim ; to employ your thoughts in stirring 
up the good within you, in crushing the evil of 
your natural depravity, through the grace, and the 
light, and the love of Jesus, shall fill your waking 
hours with joy, remembering the words to the 
prophet, " K thou take forth the precious from 
the vile, thou shalt be as my mouth." Thus may 
the happy conviction be yours, that though God 
understandeth the thoughts long before they find 
expression, ^' He will keep a watch over the door 
of your lips that you offend not with your tongue ; " 
and let your daily endeavour be, through watchful- 
ness and prayer, to bring every thought to the 
obedience of Christ ,(2 Cor. x. 6.). 



" The prayer^ I make will then be sweet indeed, 
If Thou the spirit give by which I pray : 
My unassisted heart is barren clay, 
Which of its native self can nothing feed : 
Of good and pious works Thou art the seed, 
Which quickens only when Thou sayest it may. 
Unless Thou show to us thine own true way, 
No man can find it. Father, Thou must lead. 
Do Thou then breathe those thoughts into my mind 
By which such virtue may in me be bred, 
That in Thy holy footsteps I may tread : 
The fetters of my tongue do Thou unbind. 
That I may have the power to sing of Thee, 
And sound Thy praises everlastingly." 

Wordsworth. 



QUIET THOUGHTS ON A BIRTHDAY. 



*' Grey hairs are here and there upon him, yet he knoweth not."— 
HOSEA viL 9. 

" I have considered the days of old, the years of ancient time." — 
Pa, Ixxvii. 5. 
** Watchman, what of the night ? " — ISA. xxL 11. 
"Work while it is day." — John ix. 4. 

If ye know these things, happy are ye if ye do them." — John 
xiii. 17. 






Thy way, not mine, Lord, 

However dark it be ! 
Lead me by Thine own hand, 

Choose but the path for me. 

Smooth let it be, or rough, 

It will be still the best ; 
Winding or straight, it matters not ; 

It leads me to Thy rest. 

I dare not choose my lot ; 

I would not if I might : 
Choose Thou for me, my God, 

So shall I walk aright. 

The kingdom that I seek 

Is Thine ; so let the way 
That leads to it be Thine, 

Else surely I shall stray. 

Take Thou my cup, and it 

With joy or sorrow fiU, 
As best to Thee may seem : 

Choose Thou my good and ill. 

Choose Thou for me my friends, 

My sickness, or my health; 
Choose Thou my cares for me. 

My poverty or wealth. 

Not mine, not mine the choice ; 

In things or great or small ; 
Be thou my Guide, my Strength, 

My Wisdom, aud my All. 

H. BONAR. 



ON A BIRTHDAY. 



With what diflferent feelings do we offer and re- 
ceive congratulations on a birthday, varying, as 
all things do, with age and circumstances ! True, 
every day we desire the well-being of our fellow- 
creatures ; we entreat the Lord to spare our loved 
ones, to gladden us with their presence, to aid us with 
their counsel, that health and happiness may be their 
lot in life, and a glorious eternity through Christ 
their inheritance hereafter. Can any one day in any 
year call for more than this, even when set apart 
especially for recoUectedness ? Surely, when the 
Great Creator made a division of time, there was 
a wisdom in the purpose, and every Sabbath seemed 
the anniversary of the birthday of the world, and 
especially reserved for thought and meditation. 

The serious side of our life arises mainly from the 
division of our time. Can any one fail to be im- 
pressed with its rapid flight whose attention has ever 
been drawn to the hours of only one day ? Observe 
one of those huge clocks occasionally exhibited to 
show the magnitude of their works. The size is lost 
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in the lesson it teaches. The large-proportioned 
band leaps over a minute, and you feel it is gone 
for ever. You saw it go, and another and another 
follow, in such quick but sure succession, that the 
value of those fast receding minutes is stamped 
upon a reflecting mind as it never was before. 
Life is divided into diflferent phases, and birth- 
days mark them all. In childhood, no joy is greater 
than an anticipated birthday. How long a time 
are birthday gifts preparing ; what delight in giving 
and what pleasure in receiving ; what whisperings 
go on among the little group ; what grand secrets 
to be kept ; what plans to be carried out ! These 
are joys untinged with sorrow, flowers from the 
groves of Paradise all odorous with love ; no cloud 
to dread amidst the sunlight of early dawn ; no 
storms to fear while all around is smiling peace. 
The full appreciation of a birthday, with its happy 
results, was thus forcibly expressed by a little boy : 
" Sunday is, I think, a very inconvenient day for 
a birthday." " Why ? " *^ Because the shops are 
all shut ! " To the mature mind, a Sabbath birth- 
day seems a holier day, because God, and not the 
world, claims the larger portion of time and 
thought ; and as the minister's voice proclaims 
" God blessed it and hallowed it," the heart 
seems to take up the response with more than 
ordinary fervour, as a personal and individual 
matter. When starting into manhood, birthdays 
assume a deeper importance from worldly consi- 
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derations ; for the childhood's life of thoughtless 
inaction yields to the demand for work and reflec- 
tion. Each year, as it passes, strikes on the old 
old question to the weary prophet, " What doest 
thou here, Elijah? " or " Why stand ye all the day 
idle ? " Say not, " No man hath hired us." Go ye 
into the vineyard ! Remember, in every vineyard 
there is the pruning time and the fruit-bearing 
time; and from birthday to birthday, each part re- 
quires examination. One lost season, one neglected 
plant, one opportunity passed by for watering a 
withered flower or tying up a drooping branch, 
may impede the growth and condenan the work- 
man. The day of our birth is as important as the 
day of our death ; for '' As the living know that 
they shall die," Wisdom bids us claim these 
returning anniversaries of a fast flitting life as 
our useful monitors ; so when the pleasant gratula- 
tions reach our ears to tell us another year is come, 
our hearts may respond with a silent beat on our 
memory to tell us another year is gone. Thus 
birthdays teach us a twofold lesson — the lengthen- 
ing and the shortening of our earthly pilgrimage. 
The year that has closed has added to the life we 
have done with. " Done with ! " When will our past 
life be done with? Not till the books are opened, 
and '^ the dead are judged according to their works." 
The period that remains of our life is shortened 
for our allotted work. Let us, therefore, examine 
cautiously and conscientiously where we are stand- 
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ing awaiting, our next birthday. We will' divide 
tinae into youth, maturity, and old age. There 
is something peculiarly touching in the gentle love 
and care for childhood in our Bible pages, awaken- 
ing in the roughest nature of man a sympathetic 
softness in his breast for the little helpless ones 
who call him '^ Father." The little ones were 
cared for in the journey to the promised land, 
having no knowledge between good and evil (Deut. 
i. 39) ; and among the earliest laws laid down for 
man is the command, '^Ye shall not afflict any 
widow or fatherless child ; for if thou afflict them 
in anywise, and they cry at all unto me, I will 
surely hear their cry" (Exod. xxii. 22, 23). 
So when the earth swallowed up the aspiring 
Korah, his children were spared. Little Samuel 
was blessed, and little Abijah buried, because in 
him was found some good thing towards the 
Lord. The lambs of the flock are to be gathered 
in the arms and carried in the bosom of the Great 
Shepherd. Praise is to be heard out of the mouths 
of babes and sucklings. A little child is called by 
Jesus to be the type of the family of humble be- 
lievers in His kingdom. Israel in his dying hour 
called upon the Angel of the Covenant, who had 
redeemed him from all evil, to " bless the lads" 
(Gen. xlviii. 16). And Jesus bade His followers 
not to despise the little ones, for *^ in heaven their 
angels do always behold the face of my Father 
which is in heaven " (Matt, xviii. 10). 
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" One and all were circled with a cloud 
Of infanrspirite— pure mirthful innocents, 
Like sunbeams glancing to and fro, like birds 
Warbling their song of praise. 

" Choirs 
Of infants revelling in innocence, 
"Who never knew a touch of sinful grief, 
But live in joy, and joy because they live." 

BiCKEBSTETH. 

Surely then these little ones cannot be too early 
taught to look upon a birthday in a higher light 
than one for gifts and pleasure only. A day of 
rejoicing it should be; but the little one may 
gather up some crumbs from the Master's table, 
before the general feast is spread— crumbs that 
may nourish, and make the flowers of truth and 
trust to grow before the weeds of doubt and deceit 
have sprung up in a neglected soil. Strive then, 
mother I when the birthday breaks upon the 
smiles and joys of childhood, to twine with the 
gladness words of wisdom, that a child may think 
a responsibility rests upon the proper employment 
of time. Question if any evil has been checked 
or temper subdued in the year that has closed, 
and carefully point out what ought to be under- 
taken in the coming year, and how that little one 
must watch, and strive, and pray to overcome the 
sin she struggles to resist. So shall each well- 
ordered birthday be a day of triumph to the 
parent and the child; for "I will pour my Spirit 



> 
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upon thy seed, and my blessing upon thine oflF- 
gpring" (Isa. xliv. 3). Swiftly childhood is 
merged in manhood, and the continued wishing 
for years to pass brings them apparently on faster 
and faster in their course. Education finished, 
business begun — the man to be the master — the 
son to be the husband — the husband to be the 
father ; — oh, this wishing time of life, how fast it 
speeds, carrying on its wings hopes and fears, 
doubts and difficulties ! — some loved Rachel buried 
in the way — Jacob weeping for a missing Joseph 
— Rachel refusing to be comforted for her children 
because they are not ; — these with all the infirmi- 
ties and uncertainties of life, balanced, as they 
undoubtedly are, by the mercy and goodness of 
God in our prosperous and happy hours, still 
serve for halting-places on our journey, and 
such are vouchsafed to us in the birthdays of 
maturer years. Peculiarly useful are such periods 
of time ; for if our Apostle-Teacher bids us ** not to 
let the sun in his daily course go down upon our 
wrath," how much more important is it that a 
year shall not close over angry feelings! And 
through the happy. custom of family gatherings, 
a birthday goes far to obliterate the wrong of 
the past year, and to foster kindly feelings in the 
one to come — " Forbearing one another in love, 
endeavouring to keep the unity of the spirit in 
the bond of peace " (Eph. iv. 2, 3). A useful 
manhood, the prime of life employed in God's 
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service as well as man's, is the embodiment of a 
true Christian principle working in a Christ-like 
life. If each returning birthday is partially set 
apart for examination of the especial talents 
committed, the stewardship to be returned, the 
vows left unperformed, and the resolutions newly 
taken, then the aspirations of such an one will be 
higher, the walk with God closer, the conscience 
more susceptible, the heart more fixed upon holier 
and nobler purposes, till, when earthly birthdays 
close, and the birthday of heaven begins, the ear 
shall be blessed with the sound, " Well done ! " 

**My birthday of nature Fve often times kept, 
And rejoiced in the revels of youth ; 
Yet 'twas all but a dream, for I slumbered and slept, 
Quite a stranger to God and His truth. 

" But He pitied my soul ; I awoke from my sleep, 
And He saved me in infinite love ; 
A new birthday my Saviour then taught me to keep. 
For again I was born from above. 

" And now I believe that the God of all grace 
Will be mine till with age I am hoary ; 
But if angels rejoiced at my birthday of grace, 
How they'll sing on my birthday of glory ! " 

And now our last birthdays come to the hoary 
head; the years that went so slowly by, the 
chariot of time that seemed to hang, have taken 
wings and flee away over the short space remain- 
ing of the journey of life. Months now take the 
place of years, and it will be wise for old age to 
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make a birthday of every month^ using them in 
gathering up the fragments of life that remain. 
While the aged must cry, " By the grace of Grod I 
am what I am," still how conscious must each be 
of wasted talents, time unimproved, religious 
opportunities neglected, words for good unspoken, 
resolutions forsaken. Oh, if the panorama of a 
life could pass before our aged eyes, to bring 
again our frailties and our follies, even without 
our sins, we should exclaim in deep contrition, 
** wretched man that I am! who shall deliver 
me ! " Oh, the agony of such thoughts without a 
remedy ! But, blessed be God, that scene has 
vanished, and there unfolds to the gaze of the 
aged believer the battle with sin fought, the 
victory won at the Cross, and a birthday beginning 
for each redeemed soul that will never have an 
end — a death unto sin, a new birth unto right- 
eousness. 

" Time rolls his ceaseless course ! The race of yore, 
Who danced our infancy upon their knee, 
And told our marvelling childhood legends store 
Of their strange ventures happ'd by land and sea. 
How are they blotted from the things that be ! 
How few, all weak and withered of their force. 
Wait on the verge of dark eternity. 
Like stranded wrecks, the tide returning hoarse. 
To sweep them from our sight, time roUs his ceaseless 
course." 

Impressed upon our minds be this solemn thought. 
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that every returning anniversary of a much and 
deservedly honoured day may make us holier and 
happier in ourselves, more blameless in our lives, 
and more earnest in seeking the spiritual welfare 
of those around. 

If the former birthdays have come and gone 
without reflection, let us pause ere we reach the 
next " mile-stone of life," and examine what pre- 
paration we are making for the new starting-point 
of our journey. We cannot stand still ; we must, 
like the minutes on the great clock, move on and 
on. But whither are we wending those steps of 
ours that can never be retraced ? The waves of 
life go rolling on till lost in the ocean of eternity, 
and each thought' and word, from year to year 
outspoken, is stamping the signet of condemna- 
tion or of redemption on the sand of that fathom- 
less sea. Think then over the past years of your 
life. Did you in the spring-time scatter seeds of 
holiness ? If so, assuredly in the summer-tide you 
plucked the rich fruit from .the " trees of right- 
eousness of the Lord's planting." Have you 
become more than conqueror over sin and Satan 
through the grace given to you in Christ Jesus ? If 
so, then, aged one, the harvest must be ripening 
fast, the sickle of the Great Reaper ready to put 
in, and you are nearing your grave " in a full age, 
like as a shock of corn cometh in in his season " 
(Job V. 26.) '< In Thy hands, Lord, are the 
issues of life and death I " At any time to sixty 
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the summons to depart may come. Bat think, ye 
aged ones, ** the days of our years are threescore 
years and ten ! *' '* How old art thou ? " (Gen. 
xlvii. 8.) The question may be startling to a 
thoughtless mind, but penetrating to a reflecting 
one. • 

** Tliy thoughts and feelings shall not die. 
Nor leave thee, when grey hairs are nigh, 

A melancholy slave ; 
But an old age, sereue and bright. 
And lovely as a Lapland night, 

Shall lead thee to thy grave." 

WoRnSWORTH. 

** The age that melts in unperceived decay," 
comes in the gradmU loss of bloom upon the 
cheek, of brightness in the eye, of vigour in the 
frame ; and the WTinkled brow, with " the first 
faint streaks of grey o'er the forehead," tells of a 
closing day and **dawn of another life," Nature 
herself with her softest j^encil harmonising with 
a parting touch of love the fading cheek and the 
silvering locks. Shall we lament the change 
from the youthful tints, when we hold as it were 
a '* crown of glory " on our " hoary head " ? Shall 
we mourn over departed beauty when we feel 
that the eye of our God is resting upon us to 
fulfil His promise, " Even to your old age I am 
He ; ** " Even to hoar hairs will I carrv vou " ? O 
pilgrim ! let no act of thine strive to veil the truth 
from others that you are growing old, or deceive 
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yourself into a belief that the concealment of a 
fact will make you younger. Nay, let your eye 
rest with peace and contentment on that long- 
remembered face which meets you in the glass — 
not more changed in aspect than are your 
thoughts and feelings' from youth to age; and 
then let your thankful heart burst forth with 
the prayer, " Now I am old and grey-headed, 
God, forsake me not ! " 



Romans ziii. 11. 

** Oue sweetly solemn thought 
Comes to me o'er and o'er : 
I am nearer home to>day 
Than I have ever been before. 

** Nearer my Father's house, 

Where the many mansions be ; 
Nearer the great white throne, 
Nearer the crystal sea. 

** Nearer the bound of life, 

Where we lay our burdens down ; 
Nearer leaving the cross, 
Nearer gaining the crown. 

" But lying darkly between. 

Winding down through the night, 
Is the deep and unknown stream' 
That leads at length to the light. 

** Jesus ! perfect my trust. 

Strengthen the hand of my faith ; 

Let me feel Thee near when I stand 

On the edge of the shore of death. 

" Feel Thee near when my feet 
Are slipping over the brink ; 
For maybe Fm nearer my home, 
Nearer to-day than I think." 

Caret. 
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"Thou, O Lord, art in the midst of us, and we are called by Thy 
name; leave us not." — Jer. xiv. 9. 

"Surely I know that it shall be well with them that fear God, 
which fear before him." — EcCLES. viii. 12. 

" Thus saith the Lord God : I will give them one heart, that they 
may walk in my statutes, and keep my ordinances, and do them ; and 
they shall be my people, and I will be their God." — Ezee. xi 19, 20. 

"When thou liest down, thou shalt not be afraid ; yea^ thou shalt 
lie down, and thy sleep shall be sweet."— Pbov. iii. 24, 



ALL IS VANIXr. 

" Vain is all the empty pleasure 

Which the heart of man conceives ; 
Vain is all the earthly treasure, 

Now possessing, but deceives. 
These are built on sandy bases, 

Shaken by the fitful wind, 
Each rough ebb-tide soon displaces. 

Leaving not a track behind. 

*^ Rocks may rend with tempest blasting, 

Loud the hurricane may blow ; 
Jesus' faithful love is lasting, 

Storm and tempest to overthrow. . 
Vain, how vain, is earthly treasure, 

If uusanctified by Thee ; 
Riches, health, in largest measure. 

Bring no blessing without Thee 

"^Bathed in blood on Calvary's mountain. 

Purchased by Thy sacrifice. 
Precious Saviour, from that fountain. 

Cleansed from sin, oh ! bid me rise. 
Happy peace, my spirit blending 

Heavenly joys with joys of earth ; 
Be my praise each day ascending 

For a new, a heavenly birth. 

" Banish, then, the dread to-morrow, 

Jesu holds the chain of care ; * 
Heavenly joys outlive life's sorrow, 

If on earth our hearts are there. 
All our fleshly wills defying, 

Crucified, Lord, to Thee. 
Thine in living, Thine in dying, 

Stamp Thy pardoning seal on me.'* 




ON GOING TO A NEW HOME. 



Our earliest home rests on our thoughts through 
life, and even at the gate of the grave we linger 
on some loved association of what made, however 
small, a home to us. 

" To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that too often lie too deep for tears." 

Wordsworth. 

Each home has a peculiar and especial interest 
from the circumstances which surround it. '^ In 
that arm-chair my mother sat ; in this room my 
father died; a cot still stands in its old corner, 
where our little one slept when the angel of death 
came down, for ^ Jesus had called the little 
child.' " Through weary years of suffering a brother 
laid upon that couch, and now whoever knew him 
and looks upon it is cured of murmuring and 
distrust, by the sweet recollection of " the patience 
of hope," the perfect faith in Jesus, and the calm 
serenity with which he smiled in very gladness, 
as cord by cord was loosening which held his 
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frail and mortal tabernacle down to earth. But 
all are not chambers of sorrow, and few homes 
are filled with settled grief, for "the days of 
mourning " have an end. 

" Thou leadest me on through smiles and tears, 
Grief follows gladness still ; 
But let me welcome both alike, 
Since both work out Thy will." 

The social life of godly mirth is a blessed aspect 
of a happy union of hearts, when friendships 
strengthen, and honour and integrity stand as 
watchmen at the portals of the gate through 
which nothing is allowed wilfully to pass that can 
defile. Sin and Satan claim in each earthly home 
a place, but not an abiding one ; the godly home is 
too often swept and garnished to allow such guests 
to rest, and though the cry niay go forth, " Father, 
I have sinned, and am no more worthy to be called 
thy son," yet the rejoicing quickly follows, " This 
my son was dead, but is alive again ; was lost, and 
is found." 

To cultivate what is holy and enduring within 
the walls, to hallow each chamber with the morn- 
ing and evening incense of prayer ascending to 
the mercy-seat of God from the lisping tongues 
and the hoary head, to discourage all thoughts 
and words that could bespeak a heart far, far from 
God, should be^ the prayerful aim of those who 
govern homes. From such consecrated homes 
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young men and maidens go forth to adorn a world 
and elevate the social life when they can claim a 
title to a home. 

" Men speak of love as i! on earth 'twere found ; 
'Tis an exotic blooms on heavenly ground ; 
It buds on earth, blossoms in heaven alone, 
Watered by angels round the Saviour's throne." 

The quitting our childhood's home for a home 
of our own is a step none ought to take without 
reflection; it is crossing the bridge between the 
present and the future, and the stream which rolls 
beneath, ruffled with a breeze or smooth as a 
tranquil lake, is the symbol of that life beginning 
in the new abode, amidst the ever-varying current 
of what may be made " a river of life unto life," 
or *'a river of death unto death." At once to be 
cut off from the love, the guardianship, the gentle 
watching of a parent's eye, is so severe a strain 
upon the tender heart, that joy and sorrow, smiles 
and tears, paint with a touch of truth the picture 
of the new untrodden life. Cold and unthankful 
will be the heart which finds no happiness in 
home. 



" The first sure symptom of a mind in health. 
Is rest of heart and pleasure felt at home?* 



.^> 



We are often called upon to change a home. 
Sometimes overwhelming difficulties beset our 
path and add anguish to the necessity, sometimes 
hew blessings are showered down upon us and 
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gladden us with the opportunity; but there is 
usually much to be altered in the fresh arrange- 
ments. 

We may have cause for thankfulness that in 
the dispensation of God's providence changes in 
our earthly homes take place. They are often 
sifting times, times for close examination. Before 
taking thought for the things of this life, we 
must see to it that we be Christ's. If the Holy 
Spirit bear witness with our spirit that we are His, 
and we have thus first sought the kingdom of 
God's grace in our hearts, we may be sure all 
other necessary comforts and requirements will be 
added to us. The ravens have neither storehouse 
nor barn, and yet the Lord provideth for them. 
Changes like these are often seasons of trial to 
our faith, but our Saviour assures us we must not 
be of doubtful mind, or as the margin more clearly 
expresses it, we must not live in ^^ careful suspense " 
(Luke xii. 29) about things pertaining to the body, 
or mere hodily comfort The child of God will be 
'^ careful for nothing," compared with those who 
try to serve God and mammon. We must not 
expect homes to be presented to us by a miracle, 
but, remembering Lot's choice was made from the 
beauty and fertility of the soil, " though the men 
of Sodom were wicked, and sinners before the Lord 
exceedingly," be first satisfied the neighbourhood 
in which your home will be is supplied with gos- 
pel truth from a pure fountain, and Christianity, 
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not infidelity, socially abounds, for ^^ them that 
honour me I will honour." 

Let us pause, then, on the threshold of a new 
home with the question of self-examination, 
Have I done my part faithfully in the home I am 
leaving? Where is the conscience that could 
answer Yes? And yet how important to all 
about us that we should see . the points omitted, 
the resolutions unfulfilled, the vows unperformed, 
the duties neglected I The thought our blessed 
Saviour gives us for comfort and consolation is, 
that when a loved one is summoned from a home 
which has been brightened by the sweet com- 
panionship of a departed one, the change is but 
from an earthly home to a home above. ^^ In my 
Father's house are many mansions " — one Father's 
roof over the many homes prepared for His faith- 
ful children. '^ Occupy till I come," is the ad- 
monition (Luke xix. 13). " I go to prepare a 
place for you. I will come again, and receive you 
unto myself" (John xiv. 2, 3), is the promise. 
Are you thinking that the new home on which 
you are entering is one of life and not of death — 
one in which you hope to spend many happy days, 
and see your children well settled in the world, 
and their children to the third and fourth genera- 
tion? True, this is the expectation of each as 
the day dawns upon the summer flowers of life ; 
but the patriarch says, '^ Man' cometh forth like a 
flower, and is cut down " (Job xiv. 2). Again the 
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Psalmist expresses the same conviction, " As for 
man, his days are as grass : as a flower of the field, 
80 he flourisheth. For the wind passeth over it, and 
it is gone ; and the place thereof shall know it no 
more" (Ps. ciii. 15, 16). As we contemplate this 
fact, though our mortal bodies may inhabit this 
new house for many years to come, yet at the 
appointed time, we^ its new inmates, shall go hrence 
and be no more seen. Oh, then, to live while life 
is ours, so as to leave in the reflection of our lives 
that we have been with Jesus ! The first essential 
act in a new home is "to prepare the guest- 
chamber for the Lord — the large upper room 
furnished" (Mark xiv. 14, 15) with that holiness 
without which no man shall see the Lord, with 
that " faith without which it is impossible to 
please God," with that obedient submission which 
is ready *^ to follow the Lamb whithersoever He 
leads " (Rev. xiv. 4). The guest-chamber of the 
heart thus furnished, the prayer goes forth, " Abide 
with us ; " and the answer comes, " If a man love 
me, he will keep my words : and my Father will 
love him, and we will come unto him, and make 
our abode with him " (Jol^n xiv. 23). Oh, blessed 
homel that amidst all the ever- varying events 
of life — the mirth of childhood, the hopes and 
fears of manhood, the anguish of bereavement, 
the sorrow of worldly separation, the joy of 
kindred, the alluring snares of wealth, — blessed 
home, that still retains through all these 
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phases of our earthy pilgrimage the guest-chamber 
furnished and prepared for the presence of the 
Lord. The conflicting duties of a home open out 
a wide field for activity and earnest work — '^ not 
slothful in business, yet serving the Lord;" and. 
then at the close of a daily harassed life, when 
the labour and the toil are ended, how the spirit 
brightens as the home refuge once more appears 
in eight and brings assurance of relief 1 

" True love 's the gift which God has given 
To man alone beneath the heaven : 

It is not fantasy's hot fire, 
Whose wishes soon as granted fly : 

It liveth not in fierce desire, 
With dead desire it doth not die ; 
It is the secret sympathy. 
The silver link, the silken tie. 
Which heart to heart, and mind to mind. 
In body and in soul can bind." Scott. 

The last touch of human sympathy which burst 
from the lips of the dying Saviour was that tender 
committal of His mother to the care of the disciple 
whom He loved. In those veiled years of His 
earthly career, after the return to the carpenter's 
house from the discussion with the learned rabbi, 
in which Jesus had plainly told that mother He 
had a higher duty to perform than to His earthly 
guardians. He saw that in the coming years, 
when He was taken from them and had ascended 
to His Father, she who had supplied a mother's 
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place, and borne the anguish of a mother's heart, 
keeping the sayings she could not understand, 
pondering over them in hours of solitude, would be 
loft ulone. Jesus knew the blessing of an earthly 
hon)e, and therefore with His last thought He 
j)rovi(Icd for her human necessities and her human 
need, by seeking shelter for her beneath the home 
of John. When the disciples, understanding, not 
tlio H(;ripture, that their buried Lord would rise 
again from the dead, when they missed the revered 
body from the sepulchre and knew not to what 
Hpot it was removed, their hearts, full of distress 
and doubt, could find no solace from the empty 
tonil), no place in which to yield up their mutual 
grief but in their home. Thither they went, and 
within those sacred walls they could weep and 
pray, ponder over each remembered word, and 
gather comfort from the undefined, but yet misty 
hope, that something more than words were con- 
eealed in that wonderful announcement, " Destroy 
thirt ioniple, and in three days I will raise it up." 
Home has been the watchword of the heart since 
the home of the world was centred in one ark. 
l*oots have never ceased to sing the love of home. 
The emigrant turns his heart, if not his eyes, on 
home ; ho may create another in another land, but 
tlio first lovo lies deep, and the never-ceasing hope 
lies also there, that he may yet go home. The home 
of penury, the home of wealth, the home of sickness 
and the home of health, the home of chQdhood and 
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the home of age, — all teach the same great lesson 
for mankind to learn, that our earthly home is the 
type and figure of that heavenly inheritance which 
is prepared for the people of God. In our home 
especially we feel as children ourselves, and cry 
Abba, Father ; we joyfully listen for and receive 
the injunction and the promise, "Touch not the 
unclean thing ; and I will receive you, and will be 
a Father unto you, and ye shall be my sons and 
daughters, saith the Lord Almighty." With what 
seriousness of thought, and yet with what a cheer- 
ful happy spirit, may our life be passed ! The 
changes which have influenced the decision for a 
new abode will probably stamp the character with 
some fresh motive for exertion or reflection — 
casting a new sunbeam upon clouds, dispelling 
shadows, and creating peace — if we walk worthy 
of the vocation wherewith we are called ; following 
after righteousness, godliness, faith, love, patience, 
for " she that liveth in pleasure, is dead while she 
liveth "— 

"'Tis not the whole of life to live, 
Nor all of death to die," 

Decorate your new house with " the ornament 
of a meek and quiet spirit," for the servant of the 
Lord must not strive, but be gentle unto all men, 
endeavburing to live the Christ-like life of self- 
denial ; doing good and pleasing not ourselves, 
but if need be, enduring hardness as a good 
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goldier of Jesus Christ, fighting the good fight of 
faith that you may lay hold on eternal life. Then 
the motto on your house shall be, " Because 
thou has kept the word of my patience, I also will 
keep thee from the hour of temptation, which shall 
come upon all the world, to try them that dwell 
upon the earth" (Rev. iii. 10). 



1 Chron. xiii. 14. 

" Oh, happy house, — oh, home supremely blest. 
Where Thou, Lord Jesus Christ, art entertained 
As the most welcome and belovdd guest, 
With true devotion and with love unfeigned ; 
Where all hearts beat in unison with Thine, 
Where eyes grow brighter as they look on Thee, 
Where all are ready at the slightest sign 
To do Thy will, and do it heartily. 

" Oh, happy house, where man and wife are one 
Through love of Thee, — in spirit, heart, and mind ; 
Together joined by holy bands, which none. 
Not death itself, can sever or unbind ; 
Where both on Thee unfailingly depend 
In weal and woe, in good and evil days. 
And hope with Thee eternity to spend, 
In sweet communion and eternal praise. 

" Oh, happy house, where with the hands of prayer 
Parents commit their children to the Friend 
Who, with a more than mother's tender care. 
Will watch and keep them safely to the end ; 
Where they are taught to sit at Jesus' feet. 
And listen to the words of life and truth. 
And learn to lisp His praise, in accents sweet. 
From early childhood to advancing youth." 

Lyra Domestica. 



QUIET THOUGHTS ON THE SEA. 



** The eyes of the Lord run to and fro throughout the whole earth, 
to show Himself strong in the behalf of them whose heart is perfect 
toward Him."— 2 Chron. xvi. 9. 

" Thus saith the Lord God, Although I have cast them far off 
among the heathen, and although I have scattered them among the 
countries, yet will I be to them as a little sanctuary in the countries 
where they shall come." — EzEE. xi. 16. 

*' There is no man that hath left house, or parents, or brethren, or 
wife, or children, for the kingdom of God's sake, who shall not receive 
manifold more in this present time, and in the world to come life 
everlasting." — Luke xviii. 29, 30. 

'* The Lord on high is mightier than the noise of many waters, yea, 
than the mighty waves of the sea." — Ps. xciii. 4. 

* * The angel of the Lord encampeth round about them that fear 
Him, and delivereth them."--Ps. xxxiv. 7. 



*^ Eternal Father, strong to save, 
Whose arm hath bound the restless wave, 
Who bidst the mighty ocean deep 
Its own appointed limits keep ; 
Oh hear us when we cry to Thee 
For those in peril on the sea. 

" Christ, whose voice the waters heard. 
And hushed their raging at Thy word, 
Who walkedst on the foaming deep, 
And calm amidst its rage didst sleep ; 
Oh hear us when we cry to Thee 
For those in peril on the sea. 

" Most Holy Spirit, who didst brood 
Upon the chaos dark and rude. 
And bid its angry tumult cease, 
And give, for wild confusion, peace ; 
Oh hear us when we cry to Thee 
For those in peril on the sea. 

" Trinity of love and power. 
Our brethren shield in danger's hour ; 
From rock and tempest, fire and foe, 
Protect them wheresoever they go ; 
Thus evermore shall rise to Thee 
Glad hymns of praise from land and sea." 



ON THE SEA. 



" Thou glorious mirror, whence the Almighty form 
Glasses itself in tempests ; in all time 
Calm or convulsed — in breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark heaving ; — boundless, endless, and sublime. 

The image of eternity." 

Byron. 

How can mortal man fathom the idea of the earth 
without form and void ? Cast aside all question- 
ing upon that ageless past, and we faintly grasp 
in the retrospect a thought of what eternity must 
be — for ever and for ever without end; the 
reflection, as it were, of that time which to us 
seems to have been for ever and for ever without 
beginning. To "speak the word and it was done," 
in all that was grand and glorious, majestic in 
idea, almighty in execution, is far above our 
highest capacity of thought ; it takes out of us all 
our loftiest pride of intellect, and brings us down 
to the level of the tiniest atom which bears the 
impress of a Creator's hand. Now let us for a 
little moment close our mental eyes to the world 
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iiH it isy and open them upon the chaotic darkness 
of tlie primeval world. No light and shade, no 
hill and dale, no flowers nor emerald green, all 
dark and blank, no reality, no picture traced upon 
tlie earth. A solemn awe seems to pervade the 
frame, with the tliought of a condition which 
conceals everything from sight. The Psalmist 
asBociates death with darkness (Ps. cvii. 10-14). 
For three days " a darkness that could be felt " 
shrouded the land of Egypt before the death of 
the lirst-born, and again three hours of super- 
natural darkness preceded the death of the Cru- 
cified, which has been beautifully expressed " as 
the darkened veil which nature dropped over the 
Hufleriiig humanity of her Lord." This short 
night of creation was to end when, soft as the 
lirHt breath from heaven, the Spirit moved and 
fanned the dark abyss, and light, the first great 
gift of Qod to man, the effluence of His own holy 
eterne Spirit, silvered the crystal face of the deep. 
Ah the diamond in its charcoal womb displays 
no brilliance till the rays of light eliminate its 
beauty, so the darkened eye of earth looked up as 
mountain pinnacles and crested hills, leafy groves 
with fern and mossy banks, were all encircled with 
a new-born glory, while earth herself was dazzled 
with her heaven-created loveliness. With the 
lifting heavenward of the firmamental veil the dull 
vapour vanished, and ^^ earth, self-balanced, in her 
centre hung " in space ! The word is thrilling 
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in its power; for who can tell the limits of that, 
gigantic space, the home of the Almighty One, 
filled with His wondrous works in earth, and sea, 
and heaven ? " If I ascend up into heaven. Thou 
art there; if I make my bed in hell,^ behold. 
Thou art there ; if I take the wings of the morn- 
ing, and dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea, 
even there shall Thy hand lead me, and Thy right 
hand shall hold me " (Ps. cxxxix. 8-10). 

The gathering of the waters into one place 
left the land dry and this earth teeming with 
beauty upspringing from the soil; the bud, the 
blossom, and the fruit; peace in the valley and 
the glen ; peace on the hill-top and plenty in the 
plain : the earth and seas, each waiting the ap- 
pointed moment to. carry out the Creator's mar- 
vellous design. Was the first stillness of solitude 
broken by the troubled waters heaving and swell- 
ing at the breath of Jehovah; the rolling waves 
dashing against the sandy barrier which was 
placed for the bound of the sea, struggling in vain 



^ " Our creed says, * He descended into hell ;' and David, in speak- 
ing of the resurrection in the 16th Psalm, says, ' His soul was not 
left in hell.' In the original language, hell as the place of torment 
and the hell in the 16th and 139th Psalms, are called by quite 
different names. Hell as thus used, and Paradise, though they 
sound so opposite, both mean the place of departed spirits, — * to- 
day shalt thou be with me in Paradise,' — the word by which the 
Jews understood the place where the spirits of good men are wait- 
ing in rest and peace for the resurrection of the last day." — Plain 
Words, by W. W. How, M.A. 

D 
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flgainst the perpetual decree of the ALmighty One ? 
Though the waves thereof toss themselves, yet 
can they not prevail ; though they roar, yet can 
tliey not pass over it, for ^' the sea is His and He 
made it " (Psalm xcv. 5). Or did the murmur of 
the cataract, the rippling brook, the waters as they 
gently streamed through the rocky fissures, fill 
the air with sounds sweet and harmonious, until 
the increasing force of rushing unconstrained power 
awakened terror in the new-born earth, when the 
voice of the Omnipotent was heard, ^^ Hitherto 
shalt thou come but no further" (Job xxxviii. 11), 
inducing the question in the Patriarch's mind, Who 
Bhut up the sea with doors ? Who beheld the first 
Htorm at sea? — the thickening, overhanging clouds 
threatening another night of ^^ darkness over the 
face of the deep," the lashing waters foamingin their 
rage, the roaring of the giant waves, as higher and 
higher they toss themselves in furious haste, they 
know not why or whither, and then the still small 
voice, which bid them Peace, be still, and the gradual 
calm of repose upon the glassy surface of the deep, 
the shadowing forth of the life that was to come; the 
tempest-tossed of time, succeeded by the rest that 
remaineth for the people of God. How different 
the gift of sea and land ! man permitted, as it were, 
to command the one, but the other only lent, as it 
were, to subserve his purposes of usefulness. Man 
continually adds to the beauty of the earth, through 
all the wonderful powers given to him by God : 
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the arts, the sciences ; religion, the natural wants 

of man ; his wealth, his energy, his ambition and 

his pride; each and all are continually employed 

for this one end ; and man olaims the earth as his 

inheritance and his lot ; but on ^' the magnificent 

sea man can never imprint his track ; earth he 

tills, his roads cleave the mountains, for him rivers 

narrow into canals ; but if vessels furrow the waters 

for a moment, the wave at once effaces that slight 

token of subjection, and the sea reappears such as 

it was at the moment of creation " (Madame de 

Stael). For— 

"OSea! 
Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow, 
Such as Creation's dawn beheld, thou rollest now." 

Byron. 

God alone holds the sea in His control, " whose 
way is in the sea and His path in the great waters " 
(Ps. Ixxvii. 19) ; " who rulest the raging of the sea ; 
when the waves thereof arise Thou stillest them " 
(Ps. Ixxxix. 9). Yet notwithstanding, man has 
been graciously permitted to be the temporary 
ruler of the ocean ; for, ^^ behold the ships, which 
though they be so great, and are driven of fierce 
winds, yet are they turned about with a very 
small helm, whithersoever the. governor listeth " 
(James iii. 4) ; and the commerce of the seas 
has become an important condition in the civilisa- 
tion of society, a medium of communication 
between man and man. The sea has a work to 
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do as well as tlie land ; it had a mighty birth and 
it has ever been a mighty tomb. 

The sea is God's messenger to carry the Gospel 
to distant lands, to verify the covenant, " He shall 
have dominion also from sea to sea " (Ps. Ixxii. 8), 
and the promise that the "earth shall be filled 
with the knowledge of the glory of the Lord, as 
the waters cover the sea " (Hab. iL 14 ; Zech. ix. 
10). Jesus Himself made use of the waters of 
the seas and lakes around Him, to preach the 
glad tidings of Gospel truth to His hearers, plainly 
hhowing that His message of love and mercy could 
be carried by the waters as well as by the land. 
Many there are in our professedly Christian land 
who never think of the mighty ocean except as 
a pleasant bath, or a charming change from a 
carriage drive to a yacht; who never catch in 
the murmur of the waves the heathen cry, ^^ Come 
over and help us ; " who never think of the words 
of our great missionary Paul, " How shall they 
call on Him in whom they have not believed? 
and how shall they believe in Him of whom they 
have not heard? and how shall they hear without 
u preacher? and how shall they preach except 
thoy bo sent?" (Rom. x. 14, 15). How many 
condemn the great work of endeavouring to win 
licathcn souls to Christ, because there are sinners 
to be found at home — even while the Master's 
parting words still echo in their ears, " Go ye into 
all the world, and preach the Gospel to every 
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creature " (Mark xvi. 15). Let us at least 
realise the devotedness of those who follow 
Abraham's steps, in traversing paths unknown, 
going to the place which God points out as 
barren and unfruitful and needing labour and 
cultivation; not to the soil to adorn the earth 
and make it blossom and bud, but to the souls 
of those who sit in darkness, that on them the 
true light may shine. We can help forward the 
work with our prayers and our money, and how 
small is this sacrifice 1 We cannot expect per- 
fection, for sometimes zeal may overcome dis- 
cretion ; but when we note a failure, let us also 
note the diflSculties of the way. Our countrymen 
leave their home and kindred, their luxuries of 
life — for even English poverty is luxurious com- 
pared with a life among the untutored heathen — 
they travel over an unknown space, toiling in an 
unbroken track, through sterile wilds and plains, 
to preach the unsearchable riches of Christ. 
When the earnest missionary, having heard 
the words, as did Abraham, " Get thee out of 
thy country," goes to those regions distant and 
separated from the land of his birth, would you 
hold him back, or cramp his work by any act of 
yours? and yet remember, every word spoken 
against missionary work rests not with the 
speaker, but goes forth frustrating and impeding 
the gathering in of souls for Christ; If all who 
condemn the work abroad, would lend their power- 
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ful aid to work at home, surely by this time 
our home vineyard would be over-stocked with 
labourers. The single aim to glorify God in the 
work has its own especial and blessed reward. 
'^ Although I have cast them far off among the 
heathen, yet will I be to them as a little sanc- 
tuary in the countries where they shall come" 
(Ezek. iL 16). 

Think, O ye missionary who art now feeding 
the flock of Christ with the nourishment of 
His Holy Word in a land which, though far off 
from your home, is near, oh how near, to God I 
There you raise an altar to the Lord, on which is 
offered up the hymn of prayer and praise, and on 
which is sacrificed the ties of kindred which bind 
you to the earth ; but God enters into a covenant 
with you as with your mirror, Abraham, that an 
inheritance shall be yours, with all the redeemed 
who by the Spirit's help have been brought to 
Christ by you, which is vast and inmieasurable, 
even the incorruptible inheritance which fadeth 
not away. We would not check the home, mis- 
sionary spirit, but surely the Father's work may 
be done at home as well as abroad, and em- 
ployment of this most useful kind would soothe 
many a vexed spirit Our time for work is so 
short, and our Master's work so large — that when 
our decision is made, we must follow the plough 
in earnest faithftdness, lest " hemlock spring up 
in the furrows" of the Lord's field. Shall the 
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ocean, this giant highway, on which man. trades 
for wealth, on which he fights for ambition, on 
which he toils for pleasure, have no dedication to 
the service of God the owner, the lender of 
this marvellous power which, though composed of 
" little drops of water," sustains the freight, and 
extends a civilising influence through its commerce 
with the nations of the world ? A mightier bap- 
tism may be carried with the ship that bears over 
the ocean the missionary for his labour, than was 
in the primal ark when only eight souls were saved 
by the typical waters ; and the " answer of a good 
conscience toward God " will be an ample reward 
for those who help forward the blessed work for 
the Redeemer's sake. The trials of our lives are 
continually compared with the restless stormy 
ocean ; the rippling on the surface of the sea is 
from an unseen wind, and many of the troubles 
we meet with arise from causes over which we 
have no control. The surface is to the eye often 
smooth and calm, while an under-current or 
submerged rocks' makes it full of danger to the 
mariner ; thus the variations in our life come on 
in moments when happiness and peace surround 
us, when all is still within, when our hearts seem 
fixed and bent on God with a longing desire to be 
found faithful in His service, and to have our 
wills kept in perfect submission to the will of our 
heavenly Father ; then, when most unlocked for, 
comes the stormy trial, and we hear, and but 
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vary the question of old, '^ When the Son of man 
Cometh shall there be found fatth on the earth ? " 
When trials and temptations come to the believer, 
will his faith outlive the storm ? May he at least 
be able to feel, " I will bear the indignation of 
the Lord, because I have sinned against Him; 
when I fall, I shall arise ; when I sit in darkness, 
the Lord shall be a light unto me " (Micah vii. 8). 
Instead of listlessly gazing on the ebbing and 
flowing tide, may we regard the rolling waves of 
the mighty ocean as our monitor, then pause 
and reflect on the work we have to do in our 
allotted day. May the calm remind us of the 
Christ-like, meek and humble spirit, whose sweet 
influence can check the turbulence of passion, 
calm the raging temper, and control the feelings 
overwrought by wrongs inflicted by others, or 
trials created by ourselves. The tumult of the 
waves will teach us that without the angry 
wind, peace would reign upon the bosom of the 
waters, and the repenting sinner will put the 
helm into the hand of Jesus, that his bark may 
be safely guided into an everlasting harbour of 
refuge. Thus will land and sea, cloud and sun- 
shine, wind and calm, prove daily teachers to the 
reflecting mind; hours that are chequered will 
look through the gloom, days that are saddened 
'will claim the sympathy of Him who wept, and 
months of sins committed and of sins forgiven 
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will rivet to the Rock the faith which fails without 
the prayer of Jesus. 

Our next consideration is to the closing wonder 
of our subject. In walking through a cemetery of 
one of our famed watering-places, my eye rested 
on an inscription to a saQor who was drowned— 



" NO MORE SEA. 



i» 



While I pondered over the thoughts of the 
selector of the words, my own were naturally 
drawn to the same subject. If " through faith 
we understand that the worlds were framed by 
the Word of God, so that things which are 
seen were not made of things which do appear " 
(Heb. xi. 3), through faith we receive again the 
Word of God, that there shall be a time when 
there shall be "no more sea" (Rev. xxi. 1). 

" To think of those whose struggles all are o'er 
In the calm rest of God's untroubled sleep ; 
Of white-robed saints upon the tideless shore. 

Where none may toil or weep ; 
And then to think of that far better land, 

From every storm and darkening tempest free, 
Where never billow sobs upon the strand, 
For there is * no more sea/ " 

Rev. R. H. Batnes. 

Reason fails to assert her dignity when the 
voice of Omnipotence proclaims this startling 
truth, " no more sea," but the heart of man through 
simple faith in the word of power, becomes 
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receptive of the idea, incomprehensible to the 
wisest man in his own conception, bnt felt, if a 
believing finite creature can feel it in its depth 
and megesty — " The sea gave np the dead which 
were in it" (Rev. xx. 13). Disgorging from its 
mighty grave the relics of the countless ages of 
the past, i^erchance some infant's hand still cling- 
ing to a mother*8 breast, some wife still clasping 
tight a husband's arm ; the hoary and the young, 
the cripple and the manly form, the sick and one 
on whom the bloom of health was brightest; a 
myriad host will l)e cast up by the last roughened 
waves before they sink to silence, and are again 
gathered up into the dewy region of their birth. 
Cast up for judgment, to stand before God to 
give account of their works ! Oh, who of that 
long-buried throng prepared with the business of 
the voyage to meet his Grod! Ages upon ages 
have passed away, even the very existence of 
many of those engulfed ones is unknown to 
man, yet each must stand for himself before the 
judgment bar of God, " for no man can redeem 
the soul of his brother." What, then, though old 
or young, sickly or well, crippled or finely formed ? 
These qualities come not for judgment, God is no 
respecter of persons, the Lord seeth not as man 
seeth — " the Lord looketh on the heart " (1 Sam. 
xvi. 7). " The end -of all things is at hand ; God 
shall wipe away all tears from all eyes, and there 
shall be no more death, neither sorrow nor 
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crying, neither shall there be any more pain. 
For I saw a new heaven and a new earth, for 
the first heaven and the first earth were passed 
away, and there was no more sea " (Rev. xxi. 1-4). 
ye who cross the briny ocean, leaving your 
loved ones to weep alone, remember with joy 
you are under God's own care while traversing 
His great highway. He can bid you walk upon 
the waters in safety; He can say peace be still 
to the surging waves. Realise His omniscience, 
realise His power, feel His presence, believing 
that you are shadowed by His wing, hold by His 
hand, and listen for His voice which bids you 
"fear not, for I will help you." "Ye that go 
down to the sea in ships, that do business in 
great waters, these see the works of the Lord and 
His wonders in the deep ; praise ye the Lord for 
His goodness, and for His wonderful works to the 
children of men.'' The issues of life and death are 
with the Lord, that whether at home or abroad, 
journeying by land or voyaging by sea, blessed is 
he that watcheth, for ye know not what shall be 
on the morrow. 



" Come, labour on ! 
Who dares stand idle on the harvest plain, 
While all around him waves the golden grain ? 
And to each servant does the Master say^ 
* Go, work to-day ! ' 

" Come, labour on ! 
Claim the high calling angels cannot share, 
To young and old the Gospel gladness bear : 
Kedeem the time ; its hours too swiftly fly, 
The night draws nigh. 

" Come, labour on ! 
The labourers are few, the field is wide, 
New stations must be filled, and blanks supplied 
From voices distant far, or near at home, 
The call is * come ! ' 

" Come, labour on ! 
The enemy is watching night and day. 
To sow the tares, to snatch the seed away ; 
While we in sleep our duty have forgot, 
He slumbered not. 

'* Come, labour on! 
Away with gloomy doubts and faithless fear ! 
No arm so weak but may do service here. 
By feeblest agents can our God fulfil 
His righteous will. 

" Come, labour on ! 
No time for rest, till glows the western sky. 
While the long shadows o'er our pathway lie, 
And a glad sound comes with the setting sun, 
* Servants, well done ! ' 

" Come, labour on ! 
The toil is pleasant, the reward is sure. 
Blessed are those who to the end endure ; 
How full their joy, how deep their rest shall be, 
Lord, with Thee ! " 
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** Now for a season if need be, ye are in heaviness tbrougli manifold 
temptation tf." — 1 Pet. i. 6. 

"If ye endure chastening, God dealeth with you as with sons." — 
Heb. xii. 7. 

*' He knoweth the way that I take ; when He hath tried me, I shall 
come forth as gold.— Job zxiii. 10. 



" Lord, how happy should we be 
If ^we could cast our care on Thee, 

If we from self could rest ; 
And feel at heart that One above 
In perfect wisdom, perfect love, 

Is working for the best. 

" How far from this our daily life, 
How oft disturbed by anxious strife, 

By sudden wild alarms ; 
Oh, could we but relinquish all 
Oui* earthly props, and simply fall 

On thine Almighty arms. 

" Could we but kneel and cast our load. 
E'en while we pray, upon our God, 

Then rise with lightened cheer ; 
Sure that the Father, Who is nigh 
To still the famished raven's cry. 

Will hear in that we fear. 

" We cannot trust Him as we should ; 
So chafes weak nature's restless mood 

To cast its peace away ; 
But birds and flowerets round us preach. 
All, all, the present evil teach 
Sufficient for the day. 

" Lord, make these faithless hearts of ours 
Such lessons learn from birds and flowers 

Make them from self to cease ; 
Leave all things to a Father's will, 
And taste, before Him lying still, 

E'en in affliction, peace." 




IN PERPLEXITY. 



Ever since the utterance of Hezekiah, the heart 
of man has been continually pleading, " Lord, I 
am oppressed, undertake for me," ease me of my 
burden. Through all these changing ages, per- 
plexity and trial have been mingled with the lot 
of man, and even as far back as the time of the 
patriarch Job, "man is said to be born unto 
trouble."^ Still in all the various troubles we 
meet with, we find a remedy, if we will apply the 
Balm in Gilead to heal the wounds. The power 
of God has given to each of us the opportunity of 
partaking of the " divine nature " of our great 
Exemplar, and by grace we can receive and demon- 
strate in our lives those godly virtues which make 
US Christ-like. What embitters life but the 
" strife of tongues and tumult of angry passions 
kindled by ourselves from a trifle, that will make 
a man an offender for a word " (Isa. xxix, 21), 
by an unforgiving spirit, forgetful of the apostle's 

^ It is a question whether the Book of Job was written by him- 
self or by Moses. 
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admonition, '^ forbearing one another and forgiving 
one another, if any man have a quarrel against 
any, even as Christ forgave," and is daily forgiving, 
^' you; " or not remembering the wise man's cau- 
tion, ^^ where there is no tale-bearer the strife 
ceaseth ? " (Pro v. xxvi. 20), for though words of 
anger are not meant to be repeated, " a bird of the 
air shall carry the voice, and that which hath wings 
shall tell the matter " (Eccles. x. 20). Consider 
now, had the perplexities which distress you at 
this time been met by you in the beginning in a 
Christian spirit, could they not have been removed 
or averted? When reviled, reviling not again, 
silent instead of speaking, or with the " soft answer 
turning away wrath." Think not that your trial 
is far greater than others have to bear, that few 
are so afflicted as you are ; this trouble has not 
always overwhelmed you. Oh no, you have had 
a sunny side of life as well as the shade ; and shall - 
we, the patriarch exclaims, receive good at the 
hands of the Lord and not evil ? 

" The good man has his clouds that intervene, 
Clouds that obscure his sublunary day, 
But never conquer." 

In how many ways are we ourselves responsible 
for the gathered storm which has scattered kindly 
feelings, treasured hopes, and broken down the 
barrier which love had built around the early home, 
that fence of peace, pure and sacred from itg 
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heavenly source. Were our lives all sunny, where 
would be our trust? David says, " Because they 
have no changes, therefore, they fear not God." 
Had we no burdens, how could we cast them on the 
Lord ? Well is it that we be prepared to meet the 
" rough places " as we journey on, but we must 
beware we do not create them for ourselves, or try 
to overcome them in our own strength ; for " as thy 
days so shall thy strength be." Are you worried 
and distressed in mind — examine each particular 
in its bearing on yourself; has it arisen from sin, 
unconquered, permitted sin ? — ^if so, turn to Jesus. 
*' Sin no more, lest a worse thing come upon you." 
K all your diligence find all your prayers fail to 
remove the thorn, " let not your heart be -troubled, 
rest in the Lord." " Cast your care on Him who 
careth for you, and His strength shall be made 
perfect in your weakness." God may choose in the 
furnace of affliction the soul He loveth, purified by a 
faith so precious in His sight as to give salvation 
for its prize. Then can we not bear for " the little 
while " what is appointed by One who cannot err, 
that '^we might be found to the praise and 
honour and glory of God at the appearing of Jesus 
Christ?'' 

Difficult as it may be, to bear with equanimity 
the reproach we have not deserved, still if we mean 
to follow Christ, we must be satisfied that God, 
who knoweth the motive as well as the deed, will 
receive our humble endeavour to walk in His sight 

E 
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with a pure and upright heart ; and though man 
condemn, God may reward with peace in the con- 
science and increased love in the heart, that, walk- 
ing by faith and not by sight, we may " not fear 
the reproach of men, neither be afraid of their re- 
vilings " (Isa. IL 7). 

^ E'en the hour that darkest seemeth, 
Shall His ceaseless goodness prove ; 
Through the mist His glory streameth — 
God is light, and God is love." 

■ 

God is so long-suflfering, full of compassion and 
great mercy, that we daily learn from His dealings 
with us what He requires from our hands, that 
we should " do justly, love mercy, and walk humbly 
in His sight." That characters and tempers and 
dispositions vary in this life, as much as size and 
beauty, is daily seen by all, and the contrarieties 
we meet with must be borne, as either evidencing 
failure in education, lukewarmness in religious 
training, or perversity unconquered by moral dis- 
cipline ; for if the riches of faith and knowledge 
and godliness abound in us, we cannot be barren 
or unfruitful in the knowledge of our Lord Jesus 
Christ (2 Peter i. 8). To make our lives happy, we 
must strive as far as possible " to live in peace with 
all men," not resting upon honours, not claiming 
our rights, not pruning ourselves upon our self- 
respect, but casting down the stronghold of pride 
within us, look into the glass where our blessed 



IN PERPLEXITY. 67 

Saviour's life is mirrored, and read His words : — 
" Learn of Me, for I am meek and lowly of heart, 
and ye shall find rest for your souls." 

" AU have cause to smile, 
But sucli as to themselves that cause deny ; 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pains ; 
Error, in act, or judgment, is the source 
Of endless sighs." 

How fully David apprehended all the trials, the 
vexations, the cares and anxieties of life to which 
human nature is subject, and by which he himself, 
though raised to so high an eminence, was pro- 
foundly pained, we read in his sublime expressions 
in the Psalms ; and well is it for us all that we 
ponder on his caution, that we guard against 
turning what was meant for our wealth into an 
occasion of falling. Let us duly reflect upon our 
blessings in the home, the family circle ; in the 
bond of friendship ; in our intercourse with others, 
socially or commercially ; in our own condition, if 
placed above others who perhaps walked with us 
as friends in the former days of life, but whom 
adversity has laid low. Oh ! think ye, what a 
voice is calling you to do good unto all men, to 
love your enemies and them that persecute you, and 
to the full exercise of that Christian charity which 
lets not the left hand know the bounty dispensed 
in secret, but which the Father who seeth in secret 
rewardeth openly. Refrain not from the full ex- 
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ercise of all that your heart, purified by the grace 
of God, would dictate ; giving, forgiving ; bearing, 
forbearing ; following love, mercy, gentleness, kind- 
ness; that God may not curse your blessings 
(Mai. ii. 2) ; enduring with all lowliness and meek- 
ness, and endeavouring to keep the " unity of the 
Spirit in the bond of peace." 

," Man may trouble and distress me, 
Twill but drive me to Thy breast ; 

Life with trials hard may press me, 
Heaven will bring me sweeter rest ; 

Oh ! tis not in grief to harm me, 
While Thy love is left to me ; 

Oh ! 'twere not in joy to charm me 

Were that joy unmixed with thee.*' 

Lyte. 

God is just ; " He giveth grace to the humble " 
who bow submissively beneath His rod, but " He 
resisteth the proud" who cannot own their mis- 
doings and put away strife. To live in peace may 
not be possible under every circumstance, but we 
may do much to create this holy life. We can re- 
strain an angry feeling, we can check an angry word, 
we can put away all bitterness and evil speaking, 
and hold out the right hand of fellowship even to an 
enemy. After all these considerations, can you not 
see a way to escape the vexations which surround 
you ? K a trial you cannot avert cast it on the Lord, 
do not bring your burden back again, but leave it 
with Him, who alone can sustain and comfort you* 
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If you feel a word of yours can smooth the diffi- 
culties, withhold it not, think of it as an offering to 
the Lord, and He will accept it, though it yield no 
fruit to you on earth. Broad is the injunction — 
*' Let all bitterness, and wrath, and anger, and 
clamour, and evil speaking, be put away from 
you, with all malice; and be ye kind one to 
another, tenderhearted, forgiving one another ; " 
but oh ! how large the incentive also to this 
practical bearing on our lives, " even as God for 
Christ's sake hath forgiven you ! " St Paul helps 
us to the accomplishment of such a " walk in 
love,'* when he bids, " that nothing be done 
through strife or vainglory, but in lowliness of mind 
let each esteem other better than themselves." 
Life is one long wilderness journey; but we tread 
it not alone. The Angel of the Covenant is our 
guide, we have the pillar of the light of the ever- 
lasting Gospel for our darkest hours, we have the 
" true bread from heaven," and the living water 
from the Rock of our Salvation, to supply our 
needy souls for ever, for he that believeth on Jesus 
shall never hunger nor thirst ; and we have the 
Spirit to quicken and comfort us in all our 
troubles and adversities. When the fertile garden 
of Eden no longer gladdened the eye of Adam, 
but he saw before him the " thorns and thistles " 
he was to root up even with the sweat of his brow 
as the penalty of disobedience, how must his heart 
have shrunk within him, lest all his strength and 
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energy spent in folfilling the command shotdd meet 
with no reward, and thus lessen his new-created 
tmst in and obedience to his offended Grod. Onr 
blessed Savionr, when His jonmeying through this 
wilderness-world was ending, agonized in prayer 
upon the mountain side, and the sweat firom the 
brow of the Second Adam proved to mankind the 
sinfulness of sin that could require such a sacrifice 
in obedience to the will of Qod. Tremble we 
must, as we contemplate these events, and feel 
ourselves surrounded by the constant and harassing 
anxieties and perplexities of our ever-varying 
lives, lest our failure in the fight of faith should 
crucify our Lord afresh. We have the staff and 
the stone and the sling of the warrior of old in our 
hand ; weak and young and little as we may be, 
we shall have the power to use aright these 
weapons of defence in our hours of strong tempta- 
tion. Fail they must, if used by man alone ; but 
conquer they will, if the Spirit, and the watchword, 
and the prayer, all come to the rescue, — fighting 
in the name of the Lord of Hosts. 

Our first steps betray our weakness in running 
the race of life ; we are sore let and hindered by 
•that which is within us, the evils arising from 
our unconquered tempers : meet these as the giants 
in your way, nor leave them till they are crushed. 
Jesus, fixing our mind upon His sufferings, bids 
us follow Him, not to the death upon the cross, 
but to the bearing faithfully, willingly, lovingly, 
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the cross He appoints as the test of our obedience 
in our daily walk. The cross upon our heart's 
most prized and Measured hopes must stamp 
them as His own, to be yielded up to Him who 
gave His life for ys, for "whosoever doth not 
bear his cross, and come after Me, cannot be My 
disciple." 

*' Whatever the care that breaks thy rest, 
Whatever the wish that swells thy breast, 
Spread before God that wish, that care. 
And change anxiety to prayer." 

Doubtless our choice would be to tread the 
flowery glades of life all perfumed with peace and 
love, but our God has willed it otherwise. He says 
to each, " This is the way, walk ye in it, when ye 
-turn to the right hand, and when ye turn to the 
left" (Isa. XXX. 21), " for the steps of a good man 
are ordered by the Lord." Jesus, " though He were 
a Son, yet learned He obedience by the things He 
suffered ; " so reflect on the trials you encounter 
from your own or others' tempers, frailties, or errors. 
Cut down the evil resolutely as you would a thistle, 
draw out of the heart the evil lodged therein as 
you would *' a thorn in the flesh." Pain there may 
be in the effort, even to the sweat upon your brow ; 
and though the garden of Eden may be shut out 
from sight, and the rough paths of life alone in 
view, trust in the living God for help, and He 
will sustain you; for remember our blessed 
Saviour Himself was made perfect through 
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suflferiDg, who endured such contradiction of 
sinners against Himself. Troubles are our leading- 
strings to heaven ; "before I was afflicted I went 
astray," was the experience of David. An 
anxiety has taught many a man his own utter 
weakness, and led him to seek help from " One 
mighty to save." " When I am weak, then am I 
strong,^' was the happy feeling of St Paul (2 Cor. 
xii. 10), in his dependence on his God, though 
the removal of the thorn in the flesh was de- 
nied. 

" Yes, I l)ad loved this world too well, 
Each thought, each hope on earth bestowed. 
Had I been left in joy to dwell. 
And tears of grief had never flowed. 

" Then shall I not with patience bear 
The trials that my God may send ? 
He will not leave me in despair, 
But bid at length my troubles end." 

Our call is to follow the Lamb whithersoever 
He goeth (Rev. xiv. 4), and most significant it 
is ; sheep always go forward, they never turn 
back, and we must " follow on to know the Lord" 
(Hos. vi. 3) ; not our own choice of a smooth 
path, but, however tangled and rugged the way, 
however beset with stones and brooks, we must be 
ready to say from our hearts — 

" Thy way, not mine, O Lord, 
However dark it be, 
Lftid me by Thine own hand, 
Choose Thou the path for me." 
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There must ever be sunshine in our path while 
we feel we have Jesus by our side. Let us cling 
to this assurance, and it will remove not the 
diflSculties of the way, but the doubts as to our 
overcoming them. " If Thy presence go not with 
us, carry us not up hence," was the cry of Moses 
when the perplexities of his mission were before 
him (Ex. xxxiii. 15). David, in the full hope of 
resurrection happiness, exclaimed, " I will behold 
Thy face in righteousness " (Ps. xvii. 15) ; " In 
Thy presence is fulness of joy" (Ps. xvi. 11). 
And the deepest anguish in Cain's heart arose 
when his condemnatory sentence bore the dread 
conviction that he would be shut out from the 
presence of God : " From Thy face shall I be hid " 
(Gen. iv. 14). Then let us not shrink dismayed 
at the perplexities we meet with as we journey on, 
while we can lay our sins on Jesus, our Comforter : 
" Behold I am He that comforteth you " (Isa. li. 
12). " The angel of His presence " will go with 
us until we " reach our Father's house in peace ; " 
there we shall see Him face to face, and know 
Him even as we are known. 



I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

" Come unto Me and rest ; 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon My breast : " 
I came to Jesus as I was, 

Weary, and worn, and sad ; 
I found in Him a resting-place. 

And He has made me glad. 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

" Behold, I freely give 
The living water, thirsty one. 

Stoop down, and drink, and live : " 
I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 

And now I live in Him. 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

" I am this dark world's Light ; 
Look unto Me, thy morn shall rise. 

And all thy day be bright : " 
I looked bo Jesus, and I found 

In Him, my Star, my Sun ; 
And in that Light of life TU walk 

Till travelling days are done. 



V 



QUIET THOUGHTS ON THE SABBATH. 



** Whoso offereth praise, glorifieth me : and to him that ordereth 
his conversation aright, will I shew the salvation of God.''— Psa. 
L23. 

" This is my beloved Son : hear Him.*' — Luke ix. 36. 

"Search the Scriptures ; for they are they which testify of me." — 
John v. 39. 

*' Every one that keepeth the Sabbath from polluting it, will I 
make joyful in my house of prayer."— ISA. Ivi. 6, 7. 



Dear is the hallowed mom to me, 

When village bells awake the day ; 
And by their sacred minstrelsy, 

Call me from earthly cares away. 

And dear to me the winged hour, 

Spent in thy hallowed courts, O Lord I 

To feel devotion's soothing power, 
And catch the manna of Thy Word. 

And dear to me the loud amen, 

Which echoes through the blest abode ; 

Which swells, and sinks, and swells again. 
Dies on the walls, but lives to God. 

And dear the rustic harmony, 

Sung by the pomp of village art ; 
That holy, heavenly melody. 

The music of a thankful heart. 

In secret I have often prayed, 
And still the anxious tears would fall ; 

But on Thy sacred altar laid, 
The fire descends, and dries them all. 

Oft when the world, with iron hands. 
Has bound me in its six days' chain. 

This bursts them, like the strong man's bands. 
And lets my spirit loose again. 

Then dear to me the Sabbath morn. 
The village-bell, the shepherd's voice ; 

These oft have found my heart forlorn, 
And always bid that heart rejoice. 

Go, man of pleasure, strike thy lyre. 
Of broken Sabbaths sing the charms ; 

Be ours the prophet's car of fire, 
That bears us to a Father's arms ! 

Kev. J. W. Cunningham. 



ON THE SABBATH. 



Lf the diflferent periods of creation we find a dis- 
tinctive name allotted to each : day and night, 
evening and morning, heaven and earth, sea and 
land, and stars ; but when, as from the Eye of the 
Almighty, light beamed forth, no greater name 
could be given to the greater and lesser orbs than 
light itself, illuming all, outliving all ; for when 
" the heavens shall pass away with a great noise, 
and the elements shall melt with fervent heat, 
the earth also, and the works that are therein 
shall be burned up" (2 Pet. iii. 10), the light 
of the Eternal City, the New Jerusalem, will spring 
like the rays of the infant world from God Him- 
self (Rev. xxi. 23). That light, which found its 
fulness in Jesus, the ^' Light of the World," will 
be the light thereof, a light which can never 
become dim. We first find the title of sun applied to 
the " greater light," early in the history of Abram, 
when terrible to the patriarch's mind was the with- 
drawal of its bright beams, to give way to prema- 
ture darkness as the vision of the Lord passed 



\ 



78 QXHET THOUGHTS 

before him, even though by it the assnrance was 
conveyed to Abram, " of heirship, and righteous- 
ness, and peace '* (Gren. xv.). The Saxons and 
Scandinavians gave the name of Sunday, and in 
321 A.D., two Imperial laws appeared which pro- 
hibited " all manual labour on the revered day of 
the sun."^ We are not surprised that the heavenly 
host should early have claimed the worship of those 
who lived " by sight and not by faith," " while 
their understanding was darkened,** and " they 
knew not Grod," but " are lost in wonder, love, 
and praise," yet can adore the Great Oreator who 
has set this marvellous array of His power in His 
kingdom of space, that from the ends of the earth 
to the utmost limits of the ocean, every eye can 
look upon those self-same orbs which lighted up 
the groves of Paradise. " Sabbath " is the Hebrew 
word for the institution of the day of rest^ and 
our Bible knows no other title for the seventh day, 
except that used by St John when, in the Isle of 
Patmos, he expresses himself as being "in the 
Spirit on the Lord's day.*' Would that we carried 
about with us so sacred a remembrance : six days 
given by God for man to work, one, only one, 
reserved to meditate on Him who through the 
week guards us from danger, increases our gains, 

^ Country labour was prohibited by the Council of Orleans (338), 
and one shilling levied on every one absent from church on Sundays, - 
although both in the reigns of James I. and Charles L (1606) 
certain sports were allowed after Divine Service, but were soon 
suppressed by Parliament. 
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blesses our labours, rewards our diligence, watches 
over our trials, and then bids us rest I Rest from 
what, and for what ? Rest from the incessant 
toil which would exhaust the body, and thus rest- 
ing, bids us employ the time in sweeter and closer 
communion with Him in private, and in confess- 
ing before men in public worship the Lord we 
serve ; in those quiet hours thus graciously 
separated from the outer world's distractions. 

How soft and gentle must have been the breeze 
which floated over Eden on the dawn of the first 
Sabbath upon earth, when creation was perfected 
by that power which '' could speak a world from 
nought." That Sabbath dawn was the herald of 
rest, for as the new-born hours of the Sabbath- 
day began, " God rested from all His work which 
He had made." Surrounded by love and harmony, 
there was no discordant thought to distract the 
balance of the mind attuned to worship and to 
adoration. No bells pealed from turret or from 
tower, no hymn burst forth in praise, but the first 
music of the world resounded from the warbling 
birds through the vault of heaven, carrying up 
the incense of hearts, pure in the sight of God. 
S»rely then, as the first created pair contemplated 
the beauty of the scene, the holy rest upon their 
hearts must have been the foretaste of that '' rest 
which remaineth for the people of God." The 
meditation of their Maker must have been sweet 
as was David's in after years, and those peaceful, 
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happy hours foreshadowed the Sabbath of our day, 
when kept as appointed by our God of love. 
When Eve accepted from Satan the gift of know- 
ledge beyond her power of control, she broke the 
spell of rest on earth, never, never to return, till 
**the kingdoms of this world are become the 
kingdoms of our Lord and of His Christ " (Rev. xi. 
15). Each Sabbath, as it returns to us, brings a 
maimed and altered form of that once pure and 
holy worship which had both its birth and grave 
in Paradise. Sweet sounds float over the city 
and the town, as the tolling bells call worshippers 
to Christ, and full churches and " truth as it is in 
Jesus " penetrate the hearts of men, from the 
ministration of many faithful stewards of the 
Word. Yet here, though the mart be empty, 
and the hum and the murmur of the voices of the 
business world are hushed amidst the silenced 
hours of the seventh day, is it rest, the calm 
sweet rest of Eden ? Across the village-green the 
chime is wafted to the cottage homes, when the 
glad feet come forth to tread the hallowed path, 
as young men and maidens, with aged patriarchs, 
go "with the voice of joy and gladness, with those 
who keep holiday." Though the whizzing mill- 
wheel be still, and no echo come from the barn, 
is this the perfect rest of Paradise ? Surely not I 
Creation groans amidst this artificial rest, groans 
for liberty from this bondage of corruption which so 
strongly holds her down. Each Sabbath comes to 



ON THE SABBATH. 81 

find the house of merchandise is open in the heart 

of man, in the midst even of the temple of the 

Lord ; not, perchance, for " filthy lucre," but from 

the irresistible impulse of a mind unduly charged 

with the cares and demands of an ever-restless 

world, increasing daily from the extraordinary 

opportunities knowledge opens out to man. It is 

true that neither spiritual nor physical life stands 

still, but vitality continues its circulating power 

till the word goes forth, " to dust shalt thou return." 

God in nature and in grace is working out His 

unalterable decrees till " time shall be no more ;" 

and thus the renovation goes on without a pause, 

and will go on, executing the laws governed by a 

wisdom all-divine. But assenting to all this, we 

are bound to note that rest is an absolute 

necessity, not only for man, but for all animal 

and vegetable creation. We trace it, first, in the 

sweet repose of twilight, as it gradually deepens 

into the quiet hours of night. The birds sleeping 

beneath their shadowy wing, the blessed type of 

*^ those wings under whom thou hast come to 

trust" (Ruth ii. 12), the flowers with closed petals, 

the insect world in silence ; for 

" God, who madest earth and heaven, 
Darkness and light, 
He the day for toil has given, 
For rest the night.** 

Winter brings its season of comparative rest to 
the vegetable world, though the dying leaf drops 

p 
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not until the succeeding bud is formed which is 
to burst into vigour in the resurrection of the 
spring, foreshadowing to the reflecting Christian 
the state of the believer at death — " dying, yet 
behold we live." As in the time of Moses the 
land had rest, so now there is a time of repose 
given to the otherwise overtaxed soil ; and life in 
man would droop and fade away, were not the ex- 
hausted powers renovated by sleep. And for what ? 
Are all our powers so renewed to be dedicated to 
self? Is the Great Giver to have no return ? For 
what does He ask? that we shall freely give to 
thoughts of Him one day in seven! Think, ye 
who are occupied with worldly craft throughout 
^Hhe working week," how steadfastly you pur- 
sue your calling — ^how trifles irritate which draw 
your mind off from your fixed purpose, your law- 
ful aim at pre-eminence ; then meditate on that 
small demand upon your time — one day in seven I 
How loving is our heavenly Father ! He knows 
that what He pleads for is not for Himself — it is 
for man, immortal man I He willeth not the 
death of a sinner. He sees the wearied frame 
adding day by day to its incapacity for thoughts 
of higher things, and He calls, ^' Come unto me, 
all ye that labour and are heavy laden," and I 
will refresh you with my Sabbath rest. " Learn 
of me." 

" The uncreated eye, tliat searches all, 
Sees us imperfect ; sees, but blames not ; sees 
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Well-pleased, and best with those who deepest dive 
Into themselves, and know themselves the most, 
Taught thence in humble reverence to bow 
Before the Holy One." Pollok. 

In how many ways has the spirit been broken 
by the deceits and falsehoods of an ever-treacherons 
world ! How has the heart been seared by sorrow 
and affliction I How have we felt forsaken and 
oppressed ! "I looked on my right hand, and 
beheld — ^but there was no man that would know 
me; refuge failed me, no man cared for my soul. 
I cried unto thee, Lord," in that holy Sabbath 
service which is appointed for those who honour 
Thee, and I found " rest for my soul." Use the 
Sabbath-day as men may, a comparative rest it 
brings from heaven to earth — rest to the body, 
if not refreshment to the soul, is gathered on that 
day; and without this physical abstention from 
laborious pursuits, the mind and body would 
decay. Shall we refuse the invitation to hallow 
these hours by thoughts of that salvation which 
ensures an eternity of happiness to all who serve 
and obey the Lord of Glory. 

" What true heart 
Loves not the Sabbath ? that dear pledge of home ; 
That trysting-place of God and man ; that link 
Betwixt a near eternity and time ; 
That almost only rivulet which flows 

From Eden 

Who know thee best, love best, thou pearl of days, 
And guard thee with most jealous care from morn 
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Till dewy evening, when the ceaseless play, 
Hour after hour, of thy sweet influences 
Has tuned the heart of pilgrims to the songs 
And music of their heavenly fatherland." 

* BiCKERSTETH. 

Has the week just closed brought no conviction 
of duties omitted, or of sins allowed, of examples 
that may have led a brother away from the paths 
of holiness, of fraud in little things, forgetful of 
that Eye too pure to behold iniquity, of a false 
tongue that gendereth deceit ? Oh I it is not how 
we die, but how we live. And how can we live as 
in the sight of a holy and pure God, before whom 
we shall stand in judgment to give an account of 
our works, unless we gather up grace and strength 
in seasons of rest. The seventh day's rest began 
when creation ended, and ever since the Almighty 
dedicated this day to Himself its observance has 
been one of command. The call to the Israelites 
to remember it as a test of their obedience, was, 
if neglected, followed by the severest penalties, 
even forfeiture of life itself; but since the Lord of 
the Sabbath paid homage to this sacred institution, 
we have escaped the bondage of the old law, and 
ours is the law of love. Christ taught us by His 
example the duty of the public service, not forget- 
ting, as St Paul writes, " the assembling of ourselves 
together," "when in the synagogue Christ stood 
up for to read " (Luke iv. 16), and " when the Sab- 
bath-day was come, He began to teach in the syna- 
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gogue " (Mark vi. 2) ; for " even the Son of man 
came not to be ministered unto, but to minister. 
By Him, therefore, let us oflfer the sacrifice of 
praise to God," 

" Be what thou seemest ; live thy creed ; 
Hold up to earth the torch divine : 
Be what thou prayest to be made ; 
Let the Great Master's steps be thine." 

Through this act of public worship, a neighbour- 
hood is bound together by a stronger bond than 
that of friendship, even in the brotherhood of 
Christ. We who unite in heart, in the same 
prayers and supplications, hear the same voice of 
God in His holy Word, acknowledge the need of 
the same Saviour, seek the same spiritual strength 
from the sacred ordinances, do we not each buckle 
on the same armour of faith to withstand the as- 
saults of Satan, in pride, or envy, or censoriousness 
among our fellows, and with one Christlike aim, 
endeavour to bring forth the fruits of the Spirit 
in love, joy, peace, meekness, gentleness, thus 
renewing week by week our fellowship with Christ ? 
Though unknown by personal intercourse, we learn 
to bear each other's burdens, rejoicing in the bless- 
ings and sympathising in the trials of those around 
us. In the present day, it is sad to hear the opin- 
ion of men opposed to the word and command of 
God regarding the Sabbath-day ; foreign travel 
and foreign education have done much to release 
the minds of our youth from our English observ- 
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ance of this holy day. Oh that individuals would 
think of their responsibility ; not what others do, 
but what do you, or what am I doing, while time 
and opportunity are given ? A Sabbath-day will 
be the happiest of all the week if spent in doing 
the will of God as far as in us lies. If Jesus had 
need to search the Scriptures, how much greater 
need have we ; and when can we command the 
quiet hour for meditation, if not on a peaceful 
Sabbath-day. Jesus healed the sick, fed the 
hungry, went about His Father's work ; and surely 
when our commercial pen and busy needle are laid 
aside, we must not remain in indolence through 
the Sabbath hours, nor spend them in luxury or 
vanity, but as each has opportunity, either devote 
them to gaining spiritual strength himself, or in 
helping others on the road to heaven. 

" To breathe, and wake, and sleep ; 
To smile, to sigh, to grieve ; 
To move in idleness through earth — 
This, this is not to live ! 
Up then with speed, and work ; 
Fling ease and self away ; 
This is no time for thee to sleep : 
Up — watch, and work, and praj." 

BONAR. 

If we offer, as St Paul exhorts, a reasonable 
service, we must confess that a duty falls upon us 
to consider others on this day as well as ourselves, 
and to impose no unnecessary labour upon them. 
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K individuals would renounce their luxuries, as a 
self-denying dedication to the Lord of the Sabbath, 
the rattling of the tradesmen's carts would be 
unheard, and many in our land could then say, 
^' We did what we could to remember the Sabbath- 
day, to keep it holy." These quiet thoughts are 
not intended to be troubled with scientific or 
philosophic discussions, and therefore we pass over 
the question as to the seven periods of Creation, 
whether daysror years; enough for us and for our 
salvation is the knowledge vouchsafed to the 
unlearned, '' the poor," to whom the gospel was 
preached by Him who is ever with us in the tem- 
ple, for where two or three are gathered together 
in His name, He is with them there. A writer 
thus significantly expresses our duty-^" Work 
during six periods, and rest on the seventh ; for 
in six periods the Lord created the heavens and 
the earth, and on the seventh period He rested. 
The divine periods may have been very great, the 
human periods very small — just as a vast continent 
is very great, and a map is very small ; but if the 
proportion be faithfully maintained, both are faith- 
ful copies. God's seventh day's work is the work 
of redemption ; and read in this light, the reason 
vouchsafed to man for the institution of the 
Sabbath is found to yield a meaning of peculiar 
breadth and emphasis. God, it seems to say, rests 
on His Sabbath from His creative labours, in order 
that by His Sabbath-day's work He may save and 
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elevate yon. Rest ye also on yonr Sabbaths, that 
throngh yonr co-operation with Him in this great 
work, ye may be elevated and saved. Made 
originally in the image of God, let God be yonr 
pattern and example. Engaged in yonr material 
and temporal employments, labonr in the pro- 
portions in which He laboured ; but in order that 
you may enjoy an eternal future with Him, rest 
also in the proportion in which He rests." 

How, then, shall we spend our Sabbath hours ? 
is a question for our meditation with our own heart 
— in weariness, or in pleasure, or in delight? 
Weariness arises fromwant of occupation congenial 
with our feelings, creating, as a result, dissatis- 
faction with everything, discontent towards every' 
one. Pleasure is homage to the world, to which ' 
the wise man testifies that " all is vanity ; " it acts 
as a stimulant for the Sabbath hours, to be followed 
by weeks of insensibility towards higher aims from 
stagnation in religious growth. Making the Sab- 
bath a delight, is the commingling of our time and 
pursuits with '' holiness to the Lord." Beware that 
we lose not, by indifference or through negligence, 
our great reward, but, remembering that though the 
gate was shut during the " six working-days, it 
was opened on the seventh" (Ezek. xlvi. 1), so 
let our hearts, if closed to holier contemplations 
during the toil, at least receive the Prince of 
Peace during the rest of His own holy day. 
'^ Let us enter into His gates with thanksgiving, 
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and into His courts with praise ; let ns serve the 
Lord with gladness, and come before His presence 
with singing;" for " Thou meetest him that rejoiceth 
and worketh righteousness, those that remember 
Thee in Thy ways " (Isa. Ixiv. 6). 

** Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love, 
But there's a nobler rest above ; 
Oh ! may we all that rest attain. 
From sin, from sorrow, and from pain." 

The labour of love which cheers the sick, soothes 
the sorrowful, or shines as a lamp of holy fire 
throughout our well-ordered Sabbath homes, brings 
days of heavenly, happy cheerfulness to be re- 
membered by loving hearts in after years, when 
those who helped to make the sacred fire to burn 
upon our household altar have been called from 
the lower service to that more perfect service 
above. 

** Crowns and thrones may perish, 
Kingdoms rise and wane, 
But the Church of Jesus 
, Constant will remain. 

Gates of hell can never 

'Gainst that Church prevail ; 
We have Christ's own promise. 
And that cannot fail." 

Our Bible opens with the blessing on the day 
of rest which God gives to the living ; it closes 
with a blessing on the day of rest at death, which 
God gives to the departed. The blessing of the 



90 QUIET THOUGHTS 

one is upon those who sanctify the use of an 
appointed means ; the blessing of the other is upon 
those whose works for God go up for a memorial 
before Him. Thus a twofold blessing is conveyed 
to us in the Sabbath of rest enjoyed on earth, and 
in the Sabbath of rest throughout eternity ; for 
'^ Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord; they 
rest from their labours." Can they be said to 
die in the Lord who never lived in the Lord? 
Can the heart of that man who never denied him- 
self the hours of one day in seven with which to 
serve the Lord, look forward with any joy to the 
unceasing service in heaven, where the redeemed 
" serve Him day and night in His temple " (Rev. 
vii. 15)? There was an evening to the morning 
of the six days of Creation ; but the morning of 
that hallowed seventh day has never had an 
ending. As soon as God blessed the seventh 
day and sanctified it, a veil was gently dropped 
by a loving Father's hand over that future which 
should know no end, but a future full of Sabbath 
blessings which have never ceased. Peace and 
hope and joy are thus assured to the believer in 
the finished work of Christ's redemption, telling 
of a bright home hereafter, which eye hath not 
seen nor ear heard, neither hath it entered into 
the heart of man to conceive; but even as we 
worship here below, when the Spirit helps our 
infirmities, and our great living Intercessor pleads 
our prayers, may we not sometimes feel in our 
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deep and earnest service as though the veil were 
drawn aside, and our ear could catch the mingling 
ascription of praise in the Holy, holy, holy, of 
the earthly and heavenly host ? ^^ I gave them 
my Sabbaths to be a sign between me and them." 
"If ye love me, keep my commandments." 



^ Savioor, again to Thy dear name we raise, 
With one accord, our parting hymn of praise ; 
We stand to bless Thee ere our worship cease, 
Then, lowly kneeling, wait Thy word of peace. 

" Grant us Thy peace upon our homeward way ; 
With Thee begun, with Thee shall end the day ; 
Guard Thou the lips from sin, the hearts from shame, 
That in this house have called upon Thy name. 

<^ Grant us Thy peace. Lord, through the coming night, 
- Turn Thou for us its darkness into light ; 
From harm and danger keep Thy children free, 
For dark and light are both alike to Thee. 

" Grant us Thy peace throughout our earthly life, 
Our balm in sorrow, and our stay in strife ; 
Then, when Thy voice shall bid our conflict cease, 
Call us, Lord, to Thine eternal peace." 



QUIET THOUGHTS ON LIFE "AS A TALE 

THAT IS TOLD." 






We spend our years as a tale that is told,"—'Pa. xc. 9. 
Man is like to vanity : his days are as a shadow that passeth 
away.** — Ps, cxliv. 4. 

" He shall fly away as a dream,^^ — Job xx. 8. 

*' Man Cometh forth like & flower, and is cut down." — Job xiv. 2. 

'* All flesh is grass, and all the goodliness thereof is as the flower of 
the field : the grass withereth, the flower fadeth.** — Is A. xl. 6, 7. 

^ Ye know not what shall be on the morrow. For what is your life ? 
It is even a vapour, that appeareth for a little time, and then vanisheth 
away.** — James iv. 14. 

" Them also which sleep in Jesus will God bring with Him." 
—1 Thess. iv. 14. 



John xvi. 16. 

" Oh for the peace which floweth as a river, 
Making life's desert-places bloom and smile ! 
Oh for the faith to grasp heaven's bright * for ever ' 
Amid the shadows of that ' little while ! ' 

" A ' little while ' patient vigils keeping, 
To face the storm, to wrestle with the strong ; 
A * little while ' to sow the seed with weeping, 
Then bind the sheaves, and sing the harvest-song. 

" A * little while ' to keep the oil from failing, 
A ' little while ' faith's flickering lamp to trim ; 
And then the Bridegroom's coming footsteps waiting, 
To haste to meet Him with the bridal hymn. 

" Thus He who is Himself the Gift and Giver, 
The future glory and the present smile. 
With the bright promise of the glad * for ever' 
Can light the shadow of the * little while.' " 



ON LIFE "AS A TALE THAT IS 

TOLD." 



How soft and touching is the nightingale's lone 
song, which breaks upon the ear in strains of 
melody when all the busy world is sleeping I Each 
warbling note finds a response from the listening 
ear, made sensible by watching ; for it strikes that 
chord which keeps the heart awake while Nature's 
self reposes. In grief's deep anguish, or a 
wounded spirit, from acute suffering of body, or 
the more bitter distress of mind, on feelings 
wrought by passion or subdued by pity, the lonely 
songster sends his trilling lay, comnlissioned, as 
it were, by the God of night, to pour one note of 
sweet remembrance into the mourner's heart. And 
does the nightingale keep all his music for the 
silence of the night ? Does he mingle no song of 
joy with the sunny hours of day? Oh yes, he 
sings, but is unheard amidst the louder group of 
songbirds, and his dull-brown attire attracts no 
notice amongst a gayer throng. 

The life of man, like that of the nightingale, 
has two aspects : the one where his deeds and 
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words make themselves heard and felt ; the other 
unmarked by man, but still living and animating 
the same powers which the inner life unfolds to ^ 
the eye of Heaven, whilst the song of prayer seems 
mute amidst the bustle of the world. 

" Well might the ancient poets, then, confer 
On night the honoured name of Counsellor ; " 

for in the night-watches grief meditates on God 
while the world is sleeping, for sorrow wakes, and 
pours out its complaint before Him. I sleep, but my 
heart waketh, is still, as of old, the cry; and the list- 
ening soul hears the melody of Jesus — " It is the 
voice of my Beloved knocking, saying, Open to 
me ? " So gently comes the Holy Spirit into the 
heart of man in seasons when the deep agony of 
sorrow weeps its bitterness in hours when all is 
still, or the stricken heart weeps as it passes 
through the multitude, but weeps alone, till the 
voice of Jesus whispers, '^Let not your heart be 
troubled; it is I, be not afraid.'' 

In our calm survey of life, what a picture of 
beauty and perfection surrounds us 1 Man is the 
only blot on life's bright page ; born for a nobler 
destiny, but crushed at the outset by pride, desir- 
ing to be as God, disdaining to receive the prof- 
fered gift of a lowlier but a blessed lot, the seal 
of sin and sorrow is stamped upon his steps as 
he passes through this vale of tears. Uncertainty 
as to present time, darkness as to futurity, man 
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holds liis life in his hand, ready to restore it to 
the Great Giver at any moment He may recall 
the gift. Life, in its everyday aspect, has a 
bitterness the teart only knows; the gall and 
the wormwood of ambition unsatisfied, desires 
beyond control, caprice, jaundice, envy, avarice — 
for such as these there is no cruse of salt to 
heal; they hatch the adder and the cockatrice. 
But even here the still small voice will be heard 
over the whispering wind in the stilly hour, cool- 
ing the heated brow, calming the distracted mind 
with love almighty all divine, and on the af- 
flicted ear the song of sympathy proclaims, " Let 
not your heart be troubled, believe in Me ! " If thus 
belief in Jesus can heal the broken or the doubt- 
ing heart, why go we mourning and oppressed ? 
"Why art thou disquieted, my soul?" The 
tears of sorrow go trickling down through all the 
varied streams into the great ocean of life, where 
the waves keep ebbing and flowing, till, engulphed 
in the whirlpool of time, they are gathered into 
Eternity. And this life, so full of interest and hope, 
so chequered by care and sorrow, smiling in the 
sunshine and saddened in the storm, is but ds a tale 
that is told; a meditation in a twofold sense — on the 
things that have been, and on those weighty things 
that are to come. Where man's judgment ends 
with the outer life, God's scrutiny begins into 
that inner source of thought and motive which^ 
has stirred up and carried on the active principle 
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working in the heart, and bringing forth fruit in 
the daily life as seen by man. Nothing is more 
interesting to the teller or the listener than the 
narrative of a varied or chequered life ; it invari- 
ably arrests attention, creates curiosity, excites 
feelings of anger or sympathy, pity or regret. 
Now on every page of memory a life is written, 
a tale is told ; and no volume could be opened so 
full of truth, of godliness, and noble deeds, or of 
vice with its foul deformities shadowing the loving 
hopes of many an eye with tears, and turning a 
*^ morning without clouds" into an "evening 
without light." No expression can more strongly 
convey to our minds the short term of our exist- 
ence upon earth than " a tale that is told," and 
every symbolic word upon life reminds us that we 
are but pilgrims journeying to another place — ^no 
abiding- — no continuing, but marching on to the 
end appointed for all living. "The flower that 
fadeth " seems to tell of youth, and the home that 
death has blighted. Foremost in the ranks of 
learning stands a manly youth, whom difficulty 
cannot daunt nor fear dismay ; all eyes are bent 
on him from a wide circle of interested and lov- 
ing friends. The world will open up a field for 
talents such as his, and the father's pride sees him 
already a leader in the chase for wealth and 
power. The summer's sun has lighted up the 
tempting stream in which he bathes, and while 
his name is echoed through the home, the woods, 
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and glades, messengers arrive bearing that manly 
form with death's cold signet on his brow. , Oh the 
crushed hopes, the burst of anguish as of old ! — 
^^ Absalom, my son, would God I had died for 
thee 1 Absalom, my son, my son 1 " Where is 
the home that has not watched a flower of 
promise, the bud expanding into beauty, the 
blossom fragrant with increasing hope and love, 
and when the full-developed flower burst forth, 
" the odour filled the house ; " but its sweet smell 
rose to heaven as the passing wind cut down the 
flower, and its place on earth was known no more. 
The little life of trust and truth " was acceptable 
and well-pleasing to God." The grass forcibly 
illustrates the middle age of life. Fanned by a 
soft breeze from a milder clime — sweet in her 
wasted form, lies one whose first blush of woman- 
hood pledged her heart to him who now watches 
by her couch in an agony of despair. To nurse 
and minister to her in weary hours, she became 
his wife. Beautiful in their devotedness, a double 
pledge was given — a bride of him on earth, and of 
the Lamb in heaven ; he holds her as in trust 
for Him who gave His life a ransom for her soul, 
for like Jepthah's daughter " she is vowed unto 
the Lord," and the tale that is told of her is of 
the grass which withereth afore it groweth up, 
wherewith the mower filleth not his hand, nor he 
that bindeth sheaves his bosom. Illustrations 
would multiply were we to gather up the true 
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histories of many such lives and departings ; but 
we pass on to those striking reflections on life, 
so expressive in the Bible as "the shadow that 
passeth away," the sleep, and the dream — 

" O sleep ! it is a gentle thing 
Beloved from pole to pole." 

• And the very thought of sleep is composing to 
the mind. After a sunny day, when the spirits 
have been buoyant, and the thoughts partaking 
of the brightness around, twilight sheds its mes- 
meric influence, when the busy mind reposes 
beneath the charm. All Nature sleeps as the last 
sigh of the dying day is whispered through the 
shade. 

" When boys go first to bed, 
They step into their voluntary graves ; 
Sleep binds them fast, only their breath 
Makes them not dead/' 

George Herbert. 

Man can sustain, in his different term of years, 
varied hours of wakefulness, childhood and old 
age requiring more sleep than the middle stage of 
life — the one emerging from the grave of the 
womb, the other nearing the womb of the grave, 
are alike incapable of bearing the burden of 
lengthened hours. God, ever merciful, calls not 
his aged labourer into active work, but leaves this 
twilight of departing life to meditation and peace. 
The aged, spared from arduous service, being more 
responsible for the past of life than responsible for 
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the present, " when the keepers of the house 
tremble," and " the years, draw nigh in which 
they have no pleasure," slumber much. Child- 
hood and age are alike in sleep ; a sympathetic 
chord seems to unite them in first and second child- 
hood ; in the calm, sweet sleep of infancy, and the 
last sweet sleep of death, both awaken to a life 
they know not, which is but now beginning. The 
child of earth sleeps to awaken to a life of duty 
here, the sleep of age in death knows no awakening 
— life's work is over ; but " as a dream when one 
awaketh," those eyes shall behold new heavens 
and a new earth, when all things shall be re- 
created in the image of God.'^ To how many 
hearts would much of a past life be welcomed as a 
dream ? Oh I who has lived so guileless, so pure, 
so sincere ^ a life as to have no desire to blot from 
memory something we would gladly believe was 
only a dream and not a reality, something wh'ich 
has sent our repenting hearts to Jesus ; and though 
at the Cross we believe we have found pardon and 
pity, still we hold the sorrow and the shame when 
we feel that the light which shone so clearly within 
us we covered with the darkness of some un- 
conquered sin. As we look back upon the years 
that are gone, and with the magic touch of memory 
scenes and persons reappear all long since passed 
away, the loved and mourned, but almost forgotten 
ones of our early life, do we not often feel that we 

^ Sincere, seen in the sunlight. 
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were hearers and not actors of the tale we tell. 
And this dream of life as it was will be dreamt 
over again of us, when censure will give no pain, 
and plaudits raise no pleasure on our ears. 

We note, in the work of Creation, the evening 
and the morning'made the day ; not the toil and 
then the rest, but life's power renewed by sleep, 
was prepared for the working-day ; 

" In strength and manhood all Creation stood, 
No infancy was cradled on the newborn earth : 
The morning rose upon a world matured." 

Sleep was given to Adam to prepare him for his 
condition as a ruler over a higher dynasty than 
the animal and vegetable kingdoms, even over the 
wife and household band which were to form the 
first home on earth. 

The sweet sleep of death, which is the portion 
of all who die in the faith, the love, the service of 
Jesus, is but the " shadow which passeth away" when 
our spiritual eyes open in our home in heaven, " the 
shadow of the great Eock " upon the weary head, 
the " shadow of death " only, when the dark valley 
is lighted up by Jesus the Light of the world, with 
His rod and staff to support and comfort, and lead 
the pilgrim home to glory. 

When the pilgrim's work is done, ^^he sinks 
like the sun," says a writer, ^^with a softened 
lustre below human observation ; but he will rise 
with fresh splendour on the morning of the resur- 
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rection, and then, uolike the sun indeed, he will 
rise to set no more." 

" How sweet the closing hour of daj, 
When all is peaceful and serene, 
And the broad sun's retiring ray 
Sheds a mild lustre o'er the scene ! 
Such is the Christian's parting hour, 
So peacefully he sinks to rest ; 
And faith, rekindling all its power, 
Lights up the languor of his breast. 

" Who would not wish to die like those 
Whom God's own Spirit deigns to bless ? 
To sink into that soft repose. 
Then wake to perfect happiness ? 
O Lord, that we may thus depart. 
Thy joys to share. Thy face to see, 
Impress Thine image on our heart, 
And teach us now to walk with Thee.*' 

Bathurst. 

What is the tale that will be told of our lives ? 
or what will be the, meditation thereon, as those 
whom we have known, whom we have loved, who 
have mingled with us in out occupations and our 
duties, sympathised with us in our trials and our 
sorrows, pass their recording vote of censure or 
approval ? Of what little moment will this be, 
however full of striking incident or of harrowing 
surprise ; however much the hearer may be thrilled 
with wonder and alarm, with pity or with love, 
the tale that is told of you or me may be of a 
life full of promise to man, but blank to God I 
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We are all appointed by God as stewards of 
His manifold gifts; our plain duty ^ must be to 
employ them in His service — for His glory, for the 
advancement of His kingdom on earth, as well as 
" to adorn the doctrine of God our Saviour in all 
things." Such use • of talents committed to our 
trust must recoil with blessings on ourselves. 
The stewardship of man is so vast, so extended, 
that in the morning we must sow the seed, and in 
the evening withhold not our hand ; for sowing and 
planting and pruning will occupy a life, if hearts 
are to be watered with the dew of God's Word, so 
that fruit may be gathered from a soil that was 
barren, and from a branch that was almost 
withered. Sow ye then beside all waters ; for the 
river of God can bring forth gladness, and the 
purifying salt, as in the hand of the prophet of old, 
can turn the bitter into sweet. To enter upon 
every portion of our stewardship would fill a 
volume. We will now only think of the tale that 
will be told of our life in regard to our temper, 
our time, and our words. 

The bitter temper of a man must bring forth 
his powers as *a steward over himself. Fancy not 
that temper is beyond control, " He that is 
unfaithful in little is unfaithful in much." He 
that cannot curb the evil passions within himself, 
how can he exercise restraint over others ? Regard 
temper as a snare from Satan, whom resist with 
the sword of the Spirit. Jesus, with His meek. 
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gentle, and forgiving spirit, calls you to be like 
Him ; and think that, as a steward, you must strive 
to be like your blessed Teacher. He was dumb, 
and opened not His mouth with hasty, passionate 
rebukes, but forgiving even to those who reviled 
Him. Once do we read His anger was kindled 
at the stubborn hearts of those He came to save ; 
but how far oftener His love. His tenderness, His 
pity, was aroused for sinners against themselves. 
Unsubdued temper is the source of every sin ; it is 
a contagious disease, which makes a whcde house 
sick ; it not only afflicts the possessor, but it blights 
all the flowers of cheerful gaiety, and mars all 
happiness in others. " Hark ! for the sound may 
not be far off; give an account of the stewardship 
of thy temper." Time is composed of moments, 
and hours make up the day, and constitute our 
lives. Consecrate it, therefore, to such purposes, 
and invest it in such employments as will produce 
to the Master and Steward the most profitable 
return. 

" Time is eternity, 
Pregnant with all eternity can give, 
Pregnant with all that makes archangels smile. 
Who murders time, he crushes in the birth 
A power ethereal, only not adored/' 

We dare not think ourselves of no account — 
that it cannot signify how we pass our time. "Our 
time," do I write ? We have nothing that we have 



106 QUIST THOUGHTS 

not received firom the Great Girer, and the hours 
we pass on earth most all he rendered hack for 
judgment. 

** Tis gmthr wise to talk with oar past hours, 
And ask them what report they hore to heaven. 
And how the J might have home more welcome news." 

The hour will come — nay, it may he rery nigh, 
when ^^ time shall he no more.'' No more a day 
of sin, and then a day of repentance ; no more a 
day of for«retfalness of Grod in the midst of the 
ensnaring pleasures of life, and then a day of 
resolution to spend more time with Grod and less 
with the world. Xo ; the verdict will have gone 
forth — " He that is unjust, let him he unjust still; 
he which is filthy, let him he filthy still ; and he 
that is righteous, let him he righteous still ; and he 
that is holy, let him he holy still." 

Up, then, and work while it is called to-day ; 
redeem the time, use every moment to profit, and 
watch unto prayer, for " in vain he seeks that 
having cannot hold." No one, of however small 
an account in the world's estimation, hut will 
have in answer to prayer grace given to him 
according to his need. The master of a house- 
hold, the father of a family, the children in the 
nursery, the employer and the employed, each and 
all are stewards in Grod's sight, in the disburse- 
ment of wealth, in examples of holiness, in self- 
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denying powers, in rule, in obedience, in keeping 
under command the besetting sin, curbing the 
desires of the flesh, subduing self, and magnify- 
ing the Great Creator of all time. Think over 
these calls to active duty, and so regulate your 
time that none of them are neglected ; listen to 
the inward monitor, as though the solemn ques- 
tion was now sounding in your ears, husband, 
father, child, master, servant, minister of God, 
give an account of the stewardship of thy time. 

" We waste, not use our time ; we breathe, not live. 
Time wasted is existence, used is life ! " 

St James decides that the tongue is beyond 
man's power to govern. We must therefore take 
our words to the footstool of grace, that there we 
may rightly estimate their power for good or evil, 
and gather strength from the only source with 
which to do battle against an enemy so full of 
fire and mischief ; "for by thy words thou shalt 
be justified, and by thy words thou shalt be 
condemned" (Matt. xii. 37). Be it ours to re- 
member that as Christian stewards we must first 
place a watch over the door of our own lips, that 
we offend not with our tongue; then may 
we guard others against intemperate, unkind, 
frivolous speech, remembering that "for every 
idle word " spoken an account must be given, 
for "out of the abundance of the heart the 
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mouth speaketh, and how forcible are right 
words!" (Job vL 25.) 

" Words are like leaves ; and where they most abound, 
Much fruit of sense beneath is rarely found." 

" Therefore let thy words be few '' (Eccles. v. 2). 
Let us reflect on what others lose from light, lion- 
sensical talk, or what might be gained from 
conversation in social chat, if carried on by us 
as responsible beings, not from self-righteousness, 
not in vain glory, not puffed up, but as intelligent 
beings rationally conversing with each other, 
finding topics mutually gratifying and edifjring, 
instead of wasting our time, like the Athenians 
of old, " in nothing else but either to tell or to 
hear some new thing" — too often about a neigh- 
bour, or the fashion. 

" Who does the best his circumstance allows 
Does weU, acts nobly ; angels could no more. 
Our outward act, indeed, admits restraint, 
Tis not in things o'er thoughts to domineer. 
Guard weU thy thought : our thoughts are heard in 
heaven." 

What incalculable mischief arises from " busybodies 
—tattlers" (1 Tim. v. 13). " Be not rash with thy 
mouth ; " but endeavour to " let your speech be 
alway with grace" (Col. iv. 6). Shrink not from 
your own feebleness, your own littleness, your 
feeble power of utterance; " search the Scriptures" 
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and read in the sacred pages God's own promise 
to Moses, the meekest man upon the earth — " Go, 
I will be with thy mouth, and teach thee what 
thou shalt say ; " or the answer to Jeremiah's cry 
— " Ah ! Lord God, behold I cannot sp^ak, for I am 
a child. And the Lord said, Say not, I am a child 
be not afraid, for I am with thee to deliver thee 
behold I have put my words in thy mouth/ 
Work then with your lips for Christ in this your 
day of grace ; for He says to you, " My words which 
I have put in thy mouth shall not depart out of 
thy mouth, nor out of the mouth of thy seed, nor 
out of the mouth of thy seed's seed, saith the Lord, 
from henceforth and for ever." Let us seriously 
consider how from generation to generation the 
little words we now utter will be sailing down 
the ocean of time, either heavily weighted with 
evil that may wreck the fairest craft, or with good 
that will cause the vessel to skim over even 
troubled waters, and land our loved ones of a far- 
off age in safety on the other side. Work then 
for Jesus while it is called to-day; now is the 
accepted time, now is the day of salvation ; then 
pause to hear the summons. Give an account of 
thy words I God forbid that any who have had 
the dayspring from on high shining in their 
hearts should ever hear the awful decision, 
"Thou mayest be no longer steward." Let us 
joyfully remember that in life's roughest day, as 
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the hours run on, wild and tumultuous with the 
burden of care and anxiety, a to-morrow may 
come when the sun may set surrounded by a light 
and glory all its own, for the promise is precious — 
^^ At evening-time it shall be light," and the tale 
that is told of many a darkened life shall be, 
*' When I said my foot slippeth, thy mercy, 
Lord, held me up" (Ps. xciv. 18). "So teach 
us to number our days, that we may apply our 
hearts unto wisdom." 



'Tis not for man to trifle ! time is short, 

And sin is here. 
Our life is but the falling of a leaf, 

A dropping tear. 
We have no time to sport away the hours ; 
All must be earnest in a world like ours. 

Not many lives, but only one have we — 

One, only one : 
How sacred should that one life ever be, 

That narrow span ! 
Day after day filled up with blessed toil, 
Hour after hour still bringing in new spoil. 

Our sorrows are no phantoms of the night. 

No idle tale ; 
No cloud that floats along a sky of light, 

On summer gale ; 
They are the true realities of earth. 
Friends and companions, even from our birth. 

life below, — how brief, and poor, and sad ! 

One heavy sigh ! 
life above, — ^how long, how fair, and glad ! 

An endless joy ! 
Oh to be done with daily dying here ! 
Oh to begin the living in yon sphere ! 

day of time, how dark ! sky and earth, 

How dull your hue ! 
day of Christ, how bright ! sky and earth. 

Each fair and new ! 
Come, better Eden, with thy fresher green ; 
Come, brighter Salem, gladden all the scene. 

H. BONAR. 



QUIET THOUGHTS ON PRAYER. 



*' What prayer and supplication soever be made by any man, hear 
Thou in heaven Thy dwelling-place, and forgive and do, and give to 
every man according to his ways, whose heart Thou knowest ; for Thou, 
even Thou only, knowest the hearts of all the children of men.'' — 
1 Kings viii. 38, 39. 

** The effectual fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much." 
—James v. 16. 

"Watch ye, and pray."— Makk xiv. 38. 



WATCH AND PRAY. 

" Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, 
Open with prayer the consecrated day : 
Tune Thy great praise, and bid my soul arise. 
And with the morning sun ascend the skies. 
As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
And glow with ardour of consummate love ; 
Nor cease at eve, but with the setting sun, 
My endless worship shall be still begun. 

. . • • • . •• 

My light, my life, my God, my Saviour see. 
And rival angels in the praise of Thee." 

Young. 



ON PRAYER. 



Prater embodies every want and wish the human 
heart can know, and each spot on earth where an 
Almighty Father " lends a listening ear " to catch 
a note of prayer or praise that can ascend to Him, 
can be consecrated, and become a hallowed temple to 
His name. We can hold sweet communing with the 
" Father of the spirits of all flesh " upon the moun- 
tain-top, where the everlasting snows reflqpt the 
purity of the world above, deep in the flowery glen, 
on rock, in ravine, by the ocean's roll, the little rill, 
the garden walk, the bustling haunts of men, the 
wavy wood or stilly nook, " in upper chamber," 
or " by river-side ; " in work, at ease, in sickness 
or in health, alone or with the busy throng, the 
heart can pray, and cast upon a Father's ear the 
feelings deep — unutterable, and yet understood. 
Prayer is ever ascending to the throne of that God 
'^ who sitteth upon the circle of the earth " (Isa. 
xl. 22). 

There is, says a writer, " a zone of love and of 
prayer which encompasseth the world, and as the 
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sun bears on and on with him in his daily circuit 
the hour of prayer, the breath of morning is still 
laden with incense and a pure offering, the balmy 
fall of evening is still musical with thanksgiving 
and praise from the voice of our fellow-countrymen 
and fellow-Christians, offered through the inter- 
cession of the same Lord and Christ, in the same 
holy spirit, not seldom in the same hallowed 
words in which our fathers have recalled and 
transmitted the simplicity of early Christian faith 
and worship. From land to land, from sea to 
sea, the ceaseless offering is taken up and borne 
onward. These rise to morning orisons, while 
those with prayer and thanksgiving conclude their 
labours and commit themselves to sleep ; and 
from the rising to the setting of the sun, and 
from his setting to his rising again, the Amen of 
'the heavenly host is responding to the devout 
offering of Christian prayer.""^ 

The sacrifice upon the raised altars were the 
first types of that One Sacrifice upon the Cross 
which was to be all-sufficient for the sinner for 
ever; and the incense smoke, as it curled upwards, 
even then bore the prayers of saints to the foot- . 
stool of mercy (Heb. ix. 26-28, Kev. viii. 4), the 
silent tokens of soul-worship to be followed by 
the utterance of the lips, as when Abraham called 
upon the name of the Lord (Gen. xii. 8). The 

1 Lecture 24, "Isaiah's Testimony for Jesus/' — Rev. W. B. 
Galloway. 



ON PRAYER. 117 

growth of prayer, if one may use the term, was 
slow, but progressive. The prophets and holy men 
of old exercised the privilege of holding com- 
munion with the Most High ; as Abimelech in his 

m 

dream was assured that Abraham as a prophet 
should pray for him (Gen. x«. 7), or as Samuel 
was entreated by the Israelites — " Pray for thy 
servants unto the Lord thy God, that we die not " 
(1 Sam. xii. 19). The first prayer which our 
Bible records is intercessory, a father pleading for 
his child — " Oh that Ishmael might live before 
thee I " and how the heart leaps with joy at the 
conviction that such prayers can still be offered 
and be answered — ^^I have heard thee; behold I 
have blessed ^m." Have we not all an Ishmael 
for whom to plead ? Shall we not plead for him in 
our own prayers ? Shall we not ask the prayers of 
friends, of kindred for him ? Without Abraham, 
where would his nephew Lot have been? Oh! 
shrink not, blush not, refuse not to offer up thine 
own intercessory prayer, and endeavour in your 
small circle of the world to bring others to the 
footstool of your heavenly Father, that thus love 
and friendship may be linked with the enduring 
chain of holiness, which extends from a believer's 
heart on earth to the throne of a prayer-hearing 
God in heaven. 

Intercession springs from the depths of a bur- 
dened heart, as some sad or joyful thought arises, 
some teardrop falls, some sigh, pregnant with fears 
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too deep for utterance, upheaves the anguished soul ; 
then, soft as the evening breeze rippling the ebb- 
ing tide, when the stormy blast subsides, comes 
the still small voice of intercession into the ear of 
Jesus, and we wrestle in prayer with Jacob, and 
wait the blessing. Through the long years of pro- 
phetic and historical interest developed in the 
Bible, the stream of prayer flowed gently on, con- 
cealed sometimes by idolatry in the heathen wor- 
ship of the host of heaven, or amidst the groves of 
Baal, but awakening fresh impulses in the heart 
of the God-fearing, as new-born wants arose ; like 
the river whose course runs for a while within some 
rocky tunnel, but, emerging from its hiding place, 
sparkles with a brighter glow from the new beams 
of light whict dissipate the temporary darkness. 
As time rolled on in its appointed course, prayer, 
like the lamp of the temple trimmed with beaten 
oil, that burnt always, became a light which has 
burnt unceasingly from generation to generation, 
and (blessed thought!) we have a Great and Living 
Intercessor to carry our prayers to the Mercy-seat, 
a Fountain of living waters, which will nourish for 
ever and for ever all the weary and the broken- 
hearted who '^ by prayer and supplication make 
their requests known unto God " (Phil. iv. 6). 

The unspoken prayer comes next to our conside- 
ration. What an outpouring of a burdened soul 
ascended from the silent lips of Hannah, scorned, 
and yet envied by the worldly Peninnah ; bitter 
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in spirit, from her childless conditionj^ yet rich in 
• the consolation of her husband's love. To whom 
could she pour out the mingled feelings which 
oppressed her ; to whom tjould she look for help, 
but from God? Alone in her dependence, alone 
in her trust, though others stood around, her heart 
bounded upwards in thoughtful supplication, and 
at the Mercy-seat Hannah in silence met her God. 
And that heart-offered prayer, borne on the wings 
of faith, returned into her own soul burdened with 
love. In how many ways may silent prayer go 
forth, which from circumstances could never be 
uttered, or must be deferred, and the wished-for 
opportunity never come ! The " watching unto 
prayer " recommended by St Peter, the '^ continu- 
ing in prayer" by St Paul, our blessed Lord's in- 
junction that " men ought always to pray," can only 
be carried out by the heart rising in silent suppli- 
cation to the Throne of Grace in times and seasons 
when encompassed by the world, the flesh, and the 
devil ; no outward and visible form could be fol- 
lowed, no mouth utter the praise, the thanksgiv- 
ing, or the prayer with which the inner life is 
burdened. Another instance of the efficacy of 

1 " The earliest consciousness of every Jewish woman was that 
she might in the hand of Providence be the sacred source of a bless- 
ing and a glory that throws all imagination into the shade — that 
of her might be born a Being to whom earth and all its kings 
should bow ! the more than man ! the more than angel I The 
humblest might be the blessed among women — the mother of the 
Messiah !"—**Salathiel.»'— Rev. Dr. Croly. 
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silent prayer is the glimpse we have of Nehemiah 
in his office of cupbearer to the king. He had 
fasted and prayed, in the busy day and in the 
silent night ; but now, in the presence of the king, 
with his deep sorrow in his heart, and his sad- 
dened countenance, no outward opportunity was 
there to seek help from God; but the spirit of 
prayer rose within him, higher and higher, like the 
smoke from the altar, until it was |ost in space, 
but gathered up as incense and a pure offering 
at the Throne of Grace. " The king said unto me. 
For what dost thou make request ? So I prayed 
to the Gt)d of heaven, and the king granted me 
according to the good hand of my God upon 
me" (Neh. iL 4-8). Still this secret prayer is 
not that which, if solely followed, would glorify 
God. David declared that the praise of God 
should be continually in his mouth — " My lips 
shall praise Thee," which " my lips have uttered 
and my mouth has spoken when I was in trouble." 
Indeed so numerous would be the examples of 
David's spoken prayers, it would be impossible in 
this limited space to follow them. To many, a 
prayer prayed aloud is more helpful, more earnest, 
more solemn, than when not spoken ; it is the 
telling to Jesus what we want, it is the asking for 
the grace we need, and the mind is less liable to 
wander as the ear itself receives the tale of woe 
or the strain of joy which the heart dictates; and 
the repenting sinner listens to his own tale of 
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backslidings, his own expressed convictions of the 
oft-repeated transgressions, and then can exclaim 
with David, " I cried unto the Lord with my voice ; 
with my voice unto the Lord did I make my sup- 
plication," and hear the gracious answer, " Verily, 
verily, I say unto you, whatsoever ye shall ask the 
Father in my name. He will give it you ; if ye 
shall ask anything in my name, I will do it." 

Gouldburn terms "prayer the breath of life." 
Oh that all our thoughts and words and works 
were animated by that living breath, that we might 
often be made the subject of unknown prayer from 
the lips of a righteous friend (James v. 16). 
Prayer, from whatever source, is welcome to our 
heavenly Father ; no rank can open, no poverty 
can close the Father's ear, which is open to the 
wants of all. The prayer of Abraham's steward 
was a heartfelt intercession for his master — " 
Lord God of my master Abraham, I pray Thee 
send me good speed this day, and show kindness 
unto my master " (Gen. xxiv. 12). That servant's 
prayer wa^ heard and answered; the token was 
given to Eliezar as he desired, and his errand was 
successful. Where are the servants pleading for 
their masters in these days ? Yet what a bond of 
union in a household would be created by such 
prayers. As the whole body depends upon the 
action of the heart for vitality, so does the soul 
depend upon prayer for spiritual health and life. 
This is particularly manifested by mutual prayer, 
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through the influence of which we receive, as it 
were, renewed strength for life's conflicts. What a 
beantifiil illostration we gather from the life 
of DanieL In a palace a mighty monarch of 
Bahjlon retired to sleep ; bnt the rest he sought was 
disturbed by disquieting dreams, which, on awaking, 
he endearoured to recalL Yain expectation that 
others could bring back the spirit of that dream 
which had fled from his own memory — ^vain in 
man, but mightily fulfilled by Grod. The courtiers, 
who, living on the strength and power of Nebuch- 
adnezzar, could not help him in Ms weakness, 
were condenmed to die, including Daniel and his 
captive friends of Judah's race. Nurtured in 
the Babvlonian court for Nebuchadnezzar's selfish 
ends, these captives, though frilfilling the decree of 
"visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the 
children unto the third and fourth generation," 
yet found favour in the sight of Grod. A century 
before, the verdict had gone forth from the Lord 
by Isaiah to Hezekiah, ^* Behold, the days come, 
that all that is in thine house shall be carried into 
Babylon ; and of thy sons that thou shalt beget shall 
they take away, and they shall be eunuchs in the 
palace of the king of Babylon " (2 Kings xx. 17, 
18). Of Hezekiah, we are told " he wrought 
that which was good, and right, and truth before 
the Lord his Grod " (2 Chron. xxxL 20) ; and we 
tremble with fear, as with pity, when we think of 
the trial Grod placed before him, to which he 
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yielded, when " He left him with the Babylonian 
ambassadors, to try him, that he might know all 
that was in his heart " (2 Chron. xxxii. 31). How 
little could Hezekiah have pictured the future 
years of his generation; but ^'let him that thinketh 
he standeth take heed lest he fall.'' 

These captives were favourites of the king, and 
he granted them time for their consideration 
of tlie dream which he had denied to the wise 
men. How sped the fast allotted hours, in 
lamentation and woe? We pause upon the 
threshold of the chamber of these young men, 
and what a lesson for all after ages we learn from 
them ! Daniel had sought no magical illusions, 
he sought no ponderous rolls of antique lore, but 
he sought his captive friends, that together they 
might kneel and pray ; that mutual prayer went 
up to the mercy-seat of their mutual God, that He 
might reveal this secret to them, and they might 
not perish. Night closed upon them, but a night 
of hope; their faith outlived the light of the 
troubled day, and the clouds of darkness were 
lighted from on high as the revelation of the 
mighty secret was opened before Daniel in a vision. 
^^ Blessed be the name of God for ever and ever ! " 
was the outcome of that heart which had been over- 
burdened with sorrow, g-nd was now overwhelmed 
with gratitude ; and in every heart that is right 
with God prayer and praise go hand in hand. 
How many among us have mutual wants 1 but have 
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we mutual prayers ? Do we fly for help together 
to the footstool of our God, or as it were coldly, 
apart, alone, seek for that help we all so greatly 
need. Earthly friends seem doubly bound by the 
sharing of a common calamity, or the imparting 
of a common joy ; but oh, how much higher the 
tone of sympathy, how much tighter the cords of 
love which bind them for mutual support upon 
the same Saviour, beloved by all, believed in by 
all ! Jesus himself felt this ; and to prove how 
dear to Him was this united expression of a com- 
mon want. He speaks in tones of tenderness to 
all — " If two of you shall agree on earth as touch- 
ing anything that they shall ask, it shall be done 
for them of my Father which is in heaven.'* But 
still desiring to show His own close sympathy. He 
adds, '^ Where two or three are gathered together 
in my name, there am I in the midst of them " 
(Matt, xviii. 20). How dear to the heart of Jesus 
must be the mingled aspirations of a cry for help 
or a song of praise from afflicted households or 
stricken hearts, from a bed on which a loved one 
pines in sickness, or from a rejoicing band at a 
prodigal's return ! Each heart may pray as 
earnestly alone, but surely faith is strengthened by 
this mutual trust, and those who thus pray together 
for an especial need are knit together in a holier 
bond, when they dare not doubt that Christ is in 
the midst of them. Come then to Jesus, ye wives 
and husbands. How all in one and one in all 
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must be the essence of your wants I Together seek 
the Lord ; He knows your heart springs, that they 
move in unison, and life's joys and sorrows, the 
tears and smiles, have but one meeting-place in 
both your hearts ; let that meeting-place be on 
your bended knees with Jesus in your midst. 
Branches of one parent stem, come ye to Jesus. 
How strong ought the attachment to be between 
brothers and sisters ! all can look back to the same 
home, the same love from the same parents. Say 
not this is weakness — nay, it is strength. Pos- 
sessed of this love for childhood and for childhood's 
home, the strong man holds with a firm grasp the 
chain that binds all his nobler feelings with the 
members of his household band, who ask his help, 
or lean on him for judgment and support, in hours 
of want or weakness. What but this love, 
kindled in bygone years, strengthened by the 
power of God through all the changing events of 
life — what but this holy bond could have brought 
forth the words of comfort to the aged patriarch— 
"Thus saith thy son Joseph, Thou shalt dwell in 
the land of Goshen ; there will I nourish thee " 
(Gen. xlv. 9-11) ; or that Christlike assurance to 
the brethren who had injured him, but who were 
brethren still — " And Joseph said unto them, 
Fear ye not, I will nourish you and your little 
ones "? (Gen. 1. 19-21.) While mutual wants or 
woes arise, let mutual prayers ascend to the Throne 
of Grace ; nor think anything too insignificant in a 
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community of love to be granted by our Father in 
heaven. 

Come to Jesus, ye betrothed ones, in mutual 
prayer, whose dayspring waits to bound into the 
summertide of life — a life behind a veil which 
God in mercy drops over the rugged paths and 
the steep acclivities, but lifts as the prayer ascends 
to heaven, that the eye of faith may see where the 
heavenly and the earthly horizon meet, where the 
strength is to be gathered and the battle fought, 
being " more than conquerors through Him that 
loved you " (Rom. viii. 37). Together seek that 
holiness which alone can make you happy, that 
guidance which alone can make you wise, that 
oneness with your Saviour which alone can ensure 
a never-ending life in glory. The life of Jesus 
was a life of prayer : the rosy mist of morning 
surrounded His kneeling form, the veil of night 
concealed the meeting-place of the Great Godhead ; 
He filled all space with prayer. If the Holy One 
had need of comfort and ^strength, and- He sought 
it through His prayers, how can weak and sinful 
man exist apart from God ? Man's weakness was 
known to Jesus, and we are left without excuse 
for neglect of this sacred, this satisfying duty, for 
Jesus not only gave us words to use, but the Spirit 
likewise, to help our infirmities (Rom. viii. 26). 
What more touching — what more simple than His 
own most blessed words — ^^ Father, I will;" "If it 
be possible]" " I pray for them; " " I will pray 
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the Father ; " "1 have prayed for thee ; " " Father, 
forgive ; " " Father, into Thy hands I commend 
my Spirit; " " Sanctify them through Thy truth." 
We are not left alone. He who was the God of 
prayer on earth, knowing our frailty, and remem- 
bering that we are but dust, He is our great, 
constant, living Intercessor at His Father's throne. 
Not a sigh for sin, nor a tear for sorrow, can be 
lost as these prayers are carried up as incense 
to the golden throne, and bring down an answer 
of peace to many a guilty, throbbing breast, dyed 
deeply with sin's broad stain, now cleansed and 
blotted out for ever through the intercession of 
Him who offered Himself to bear our sins in His 
own body on the Cross, Prayer is ever supplying 
the fountain of life with all that is hopeful, joy- 
ous, peaceful. Faith breathes the prayer to Grod ; 
faith leaves the prayer with God ; faith waits the 
answer from God ; and faith still prays, though 
the answer comes not, or comes in a way contrary 
to our desires. Faith is the result of the Spirit's 
work within us, so firm and unshaken, that it 
clings to the anchor of the soul, sure and steadfast 
— an anchor fixed upon the Rock of Ages, which 
nothing can remove. Moses prayed to see the 
promised land, and was rejected. Hezekiah 
prayed for renewed life, and it was granted, St 
Paul prayed for the thorn in the fiesh to be 
removed; the thorn remained, but strength was 
given to support him under the infliction. Our 
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blessed Lord prayed that the cup of affliction 
might pass from Him, but an angel strengthened 
Him to bear our griefs and carry our sorrowg. So 
let it be with thee, Christian ! whatever be thy 
trial, pray in faith, remembering the words of 
Jesus, " If ye shall ask anything in my name, I 
will do it " (John xiv, 14). 

" My God, is any hour so sweet, 
From blush of mom to evening-star, 
As that which calls me to Thy feet — 
The hour of prayer ? 

" Bless'd is the tranquil hour of morn. 
And bless'd that hour of solemn eve. 
When on the wings of prayer upborne, 
The world I leave. 

" Then is my strength by Thee renewed ; 
Then are my sins by Thee forgiven ; 
Then dost Thou cheer my solitude, 
With hope of Heaven. 

*' No words can tell what sweet relief 
There for my every want I find ; 
What strength for warfare, balm for grief, 
What peace of mind !" 



PART II. 



QUIET THOUGHTS FOR THE SICK 

CHAJVIBER. 



INTRODUCTION. 



''But thou, when thou prayest^ enter into thy closet ; and when 
thou hast shut thy door, pray to thy Father which is in secret" — 
Matt. vi. 6. 

How solemn the act of closing tKe door when entering 
into the Presence Chamber of God ! Alone with God — 
no earthly eye to see the knee bending — ^no earthly ear to 
listen to the outpouring voice — the heart unburdening 
itself of guilt in the omissions and commissions of the 
past, in thoughts, in motives already known to the great 
Judge of all, yet coming as a child by adoption and grace, 
and crying, Abba, Father ! Oh ! let us not deny ourselves 
this privilege, but remember that our Lord is there wait- 
ing to be gracious — that the Holy Spirit is there to help 
our infirmities, and that our Intercessor is there to plead 
our pardon through His blood, and that the promise 
stands sure, " Before they call, I will answer ; and while 
they are yet speaking, I will hear." — Isa. Ixv. 2L 



ON PRAYER. 

Lord, when I lift my soul to Thee 
In huinble contrite prayer, 

I know that Thou wilt •answer me, 
Yet know not how or where. 

But oh ! to feel that Thou art near ; 

That every thought of mine 
Is now ascending to Thine ear, 

Received by Love Divine ! 

This is indeed to cast my care 

Into my Father's hand, 
With steadfast faith to leave it there^ 

Awaiting His command. 
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QUIET THOUGHTS 



FOB 



THE SICK CHAMBER. 



'' I will allure her, and bring her into the wilderness, and speak 
comfortably unto her." — Hosea ii. 14. 

" Wait on the Lord, and He shall strengthen thine heart : wait." 
— Ps. xxvii. 14. 

To Thee, thou great Physician, I come in humble 
confidence thaf no prayer is ever made to Thee, my 
God, in vain. In Thy wisdom, gracious Lord, Thou 
hast seen fit to call me from the busy scenes of life, 
and to lay me on a bed of sufiering. I know not, 
Lord, Thy great design concerning me, but I desire 
patiently to submit my will to Thine. I leave my- 
self in Thy hands ; may I earnestly take up the 
Cross Thou givest me to bear, and feel, as well as 
eay, "Not my will, but Thine be done, Lord." 
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Grant me in my retirement that Comforter Thou 
hast mercifully promised shall be with us to the end 
of time ; so fill me with Thy Holy Spirit, that I may 
rest upon the full and free salvation purchased for 
me by the blood of Christ, that I may with joy look 
forward to eternal life through the alone merits and 
mediation of Jesus Christ my Lord and Saviour. 
Amen. 



MEDITATION 1. 

** I know, Lord, that Thy judgments are right, and that Thou 
in faithfulness hast afflicted me." — Ps. cxix. 75. 

" The night is far spent, the day is at hand." — Rom. xiii. 12. 

Each day as it has closed over my head has been 
drawing the night of life shorter and shorter : how 
ought such a thought to rejoice my heart I for when 
the night of life terminates, then will the eternal day 
burst forth in light and glory. But pause, my soul : 
are my garments fit to bear such transcendent purity? 
are they not polluted with stains of worldliness? 
How merciful is God in now withdrawing me from, 
the busy thoughts which have employed my time 
and energy, thus affording me an especial season for 
communing with Him in my still chamber apart 
from the busy world I How often have I lost this 
privilege which belongs to me as a disciple of Jesus I 
how unworthy have I been I how ungrateful to the 
God of Love, who has poured upon me the riches of 
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His grace, the abundance of His mercy! Let me 
raise my thoughts in praise and thanksgiving for 
the blessing now vouchsafed me of " considering my 
ways." What is life if not used to its holiest ends ? 
How will days and years misspent condemn me ! how 
futile all my best designs, all my ambition, all my 
pride 1 Sickness comes to bid me search within, to 
see if I have been building my house upon the sand. 
Have I been thus deceiving myself ? Christ, the 
Everlasting Kock, the Kock of Ages, spreads His 
shadow over space suflScient to be the refuge of all. 
He says, " Come, come unto Me ; I will be a covert 
from storm and from rain ;" but although day testi- 
fies unto day the unweariness of the call, the long- 
suffering, the tender mercies of God, my heart has 
been often unawakened, and I have preferred the 
darkness to the light. Sickness thwarts my plans, 
frustrates my course of action, and my failing strength 
seeks support from a higher power than the arm of 
flesh on which it rested. Why then art thou dis- 
quieted, my soul ? Through the hours of life I 
have traversed, the same song has echoed in my ears, 
*' All flesh is grass : the grass withereth, and the 
flower thereof falleth away, but the Word of the 
Lord endureth for ever." To this Word, then, let 
me cleave, which tells of my Living Intercessor, the 
open Fountain, pardon to believing and repentant 
sinners, grace in every hour of need, an ever-present 
Helper, an all-sufficient Saviour. 

** Lord, I believe, increase my faith" (John ix. 38). 
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SUBMISSION. 

Oh ! let me never, never ask of Thee 
To suit my will by change of Thy decree ; 
But teach me, Lord, to love the wise design 
With which in mercy Thou supplantest mine; 
So frail I am — I know not what is right, 
And walk too often by my erring sight 
Lead me, my God, through life's intricate way, 
And turn my night of doubting into day ; 
So that, however dark my path may be, 
I may tread safely as I walk with Thee. 



f raij^r 2» 



" Ye who are in this tabernacle do groan, being burdened.*'— 
2 Cor. v. 4. 

** Come unto Me, all that labour and are heavy laden, and I will 
give you rest." — Matt. xi. 28. 

Most gracious God, in whose hands are the issues 
of life and death, I come before Thee to acknowledge 
that Thou hast been my Preserver and Protector unto 
this hour. I beseech Thee, give unto me the spirit 
of submission to meet this dispensation of Thy will, 
with a firm reliance on Thy power to support and 
Thy mercy to strengthen me to bear the suflferings 
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Thou seest fit to appoint. All my manifold bless- 
ings have come from Thee ; my cold, unthankful life 
has long called for judglnent ; but Thou hast led me 
by Thy Holy Spirit to Jesus my Saviour for pardon 
and reconciliation. Thou hast given me time and 
warnings ; but how often have I neglected them ! 
To Thee, my all-suflScient Saviour and Kedeemer, I 
now desire to come. Keep me close to Thee ; let me 
realise Thy sufferings for sinners ; let no earthly con- 
siderations weaken my faith in Thy power to pardon 
and to save. I am Thine by creation and redemp- 
tion ; make me Thine by repentance, and then receive 
me into Thy heavenly kingdom, through the merits 
and mediation of Thy Son, my Lord and my Re- 
deemer. Amen. 



MEDITATION 2. 

" I would seek unto God, and unto God would I commit my 
cause." — Job v. 8. 

"My times are in Thy hand." — Ps. xxxi. 16. 

In the sight of God, one day is as a thousand years, 
and a thousand years but as a day, and it is well in 
trouble that we can realise this idea. Our earthly 
pilgrimage is so often shadowed and burdened with 
grief and care and sickness, that we should sink 
under the weight were the future of time unveiled 
before us ; but our " God of Love" only reveals Hia 
will concerning our sorrows or our joys in proportion 
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to our ability to bear, — equal strength for equal need 
in answer to prayer for help and guidance. The 
years of suffering borne by some, and the solemn 
** prepare to meet thy (xod " sounded but for a 
moment to others, are both mercifully wrapped in a 
covering too heavenly for earthly eye or sense to 
penetrate, and with gratitude we leave the future of 
time and events with our great Creator. The rich 
promises, not one of which will ever fail, bring com- 
fort when oppressed ; and the voice of Jesus in the 
storm of pain, of weariness, of the manifold tempta- 
tions which beset the bed of sickness, is the true 
anchor of the soul — sure and steadfast to the close. 
Suffering Christian I has the voice of mercy sounded 
in your ears in the night watches ? Have you felt 
through the stillness of solitude that " the Lord is 
nigh unto all them that call upon Him, yea, all such 
as call upon Him faithfully ?" Has your prayer been, 
" Not my will, but Thine be done, Lord ?" If so, 
if your heart can feel what your lips thus utter, doubt 
not, but ** wait still upon God." Sorrow and suffer- 
ing belong to the flesh, and extreme pain makes us 
indeed sensible that we are encompassed with bur- 
dens too great to bear alone ; but oh, joyful thought I 
our Saviour knows our agony, and " in all our afflic- 
tions He is afflicted." The Angel of His presence is 
near to comfort ; in His love and in His pity He 
redeenied us. ** Let not the tongue then utter a 
murmuring word in a murmuring spirit, but unite 
the cry of suffering with thanksgiving to Him who 
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can raise the soul through this dark cloud to the 
glory which shall be revealed. Lean, then, on Jesus 
for support ; cast your burden on the Lord, and your 
hours and nights of suflfering shall give way, in His 
time, to a bright resurrection-morning." 

"For I the Lord thy God will hold thy right 
hand, saying unto thee, Fear not, I will help thee " 
(Isa. xli. 13). 



FAITH. 



Lord, I believe, increase my faith, 
That I may trace Thy gracious hand. 

Accept Thy Word in life or death, 
And meekly bow to Thy command. 

Though €ad and suffering be the way 
Thy wisdom callest me to tread, 

I shall be strengthened for my day 
If by Thy tender mercy led. 

How sweet to feel my Lord is near, 
To watch and wait my dying hour. 

To soothe each pain, to dry each tear. 
And comfort with His word of power! 

Now wave on wave of life's rough sea 
Is beating round my fragile barque ; 

Jesus, my loved sustainer be. 

And keep me in Thy covenant ark. 



140 QUIET THOUGHTS 



tx&^x Z> 



"Behold, happy is the man whom God correcteth ; therefore 
despise not thou the chastening of the Almighty." — Jo6 v. 17. 

** No chastening seemeth to be joyous, but grievous ; nevertheless 
afterward it yieldeth the peaceable fruit of righteousness unto them 
which are exercised thereby." — Heb. xiL 11. 

Thou who art an ever-present Lord, whose eye is 
never weary in beholding Thy sinful creatures ! bow 
down Thine ear and hear me, for my soul is heavy 
within me. my God I Thou hast seen fit to afflict 
Thy servant with painful and sore trials to the flesh. 
Ob! grant me, gracious Lord, that strength which 
alone can enable me to bear what Thou hast ap- 
pointed. Give me grace with sincerity to acknowledge 
my transgressions, and set my sins before my fav-^e, 
that, seeing my exceeding sinfulness, I may be able 
also by faith to see my all-sufficient Saviour, that 
Lamb of God who taketh away the sins of the world. 
Teach me to acknowledge with thankful submission 
to Thy will " that before I was afflicted I went 
astray." Bring me, Heavenly Father, to that Fountain 
opened for sin and for uncleanness ; purify me in the 
blood of my crucified Lord, so that, living or dying, 
suffering or free from pain, I may be Thy faithful 
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servant, through Jesus Christ, my Lord and Saviour, 
Amen. 



MEDITATION 3. 

'' I have seen the affliction of My people ; I know their sorrowB ; 
and I am come down to deliver them/' — ExoD. iii. 7, 8. 

My people ! who are these ? When the disciple said, 
** Behold Thy mother and Thy brethren," Jesus replied, 
" Whosoever shall do the will of My Father which is 
in heaven, the same is My brother, and sister, and 
mother 1 " Happy testimony to the largeness of the 
heart of Jesus! In the flesh He had fleshly ties that 
were limited, but not so in the spirit. We have family 
ties on earth — earthy ; but in heaven Christ will be 
the Head over all — we the members of that one sacred 
family, Christ all in all — we as the angels, neither 
marrying nor united to any family bond out of Christ. 
Inquire, thou suflferer, are you one of that blesse^ 
family ? Do you obey Christ as your Head, love Him 
as a mother does, follow Him as an elder brother? 
Do you seek to know His will, and yield your own to 
His ? How have you spent the days of health and 
ease ? What an overwhelming crowd of unsatisfac- 
tory thoughts rush into the mind in the retrospect of 
the shortcomings, the backslidings of a life ! How 
many things are left undone, especially for Jesus, that 
were meant to be done 1 how much time given to the 



142 QUIET THOUGHTS 

trifles of life, even in a year, if not sinful^ yet useless ! 
Now, then, on this bed of sickness, of restlessness, and 
pain, think of the long-suflEering of God, who, instead 
of cutting you off in your sins, has placed you in the 
purifying furnace of aflSiction. If you have not bowed 
submissively to the will of God in hours which can 
never return, from this very time let His will be yours, 
without repining, without doubt that all things will 
work for good if you love and serve Him faithfully. 
God knows your sorrows, and is come down to help 
you. Be ready to receive Him into your soul. Does 
God not know your need, your every sin that must be 
purged, the thoughts at enmity with His design, 
which have separated you from the busy world, and 
given you " the spirit of heaviness for the garment of 
joy ?" Has the Vine-dresser seen His pleasant plant 
overgrown and entangled in the snares of fashion 
and vanity, blossoms which wither in the grasp, and 
He has taken them away before they wholly faded, to 
prune the plant once again with pain and trial, that 
it may bring forth fruit to His honour and glory? Or 
the day may be past, and the sun may never rise upon 
you again in health. Can you be satisfied either way, 
can you rest in the Lord ? Can you place your hope 
of salvation on your crucified and risen Lord ? Then, 
happy Christian, joyful believer, come pain, come 
parting — all, all is yours. Lift up your soul in 
prayer to Him who knows your sorrows, and whose 
strength will be equal' to your need. 

" Blessed is the man that trusteth in Him.'* 
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THOUGHTS IN SICKNESS. 

Oh ! place me on my watch-tower high, 
That, when my Lord is passing by, 
The softest message He may breathe 
I may with quickening faith receive. 

I ask not what those yrords will be, 
For " all is well" if Thy decree ; 
I ask not what are Thy commands, 
•For I am safe in Jesus' hands. 

I only ask, in silent prayer 
To hold communion with Thee there, 
That, through Thy Spirit, grace divine 
May mould my finite will with Thine. 

Then, though this tenement of clay 

Be bid to stay or pass away, 

I may lie calmly on my Saviour's breast. 

To work His will on earth — or sink to rest. 
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" I am the Lord tiiy Gk>d ; for there is no Saviour besides Me. I 
did know thee in the wilderness : in Me is thine help." — ^Hosea xilL 
4, 5, 9. 

Almighty God, Heavenly Father! to Thee all 
hearts are open, all desires known, and from Thee no 
secrets are hid. Cleanse Thou me from my secret faults 
by the inspiration of Thy Holy Spirit, and fill my 
heart with a fervent desire to serve and follow Thee 
whithersoever Thou leadest, whether to life or death. 

1 confess that I have continually gone astray from 
Thy commandments ; that in days of health I have 
too often forgotten Thee, the Giver of all my happiness. 
I grieve for opportunities neglected of witnessing for 
Thee before men, for time unemployed for Thy glory 
while I have been serving the world. Spare me, good 
Lord, if it be Thy holy will, that I may recover my 
strength before I go hence. Enable me daily to take 
up my cross with patience, and work for Thee. Lead 
me, Lord, by Thy Holy Spirit, to think those things 
that be right, and diligently to perform the same. 
Cleanse the motives of my heart, that every thought, 
word, and deed may be pure in Thy sight. Keep me 
patiently waiting on my watch-tower to hear what 
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God the Lord will say unto me. Arm me with thine 
own power for every conflict, and may I be enabled 
to look forward with hope and joy in believing to a 
resurrection to eternal life, through the pardoning 
mercy of Jesus Christ, Thy Son, my Lord, and my 
Kedeemer. Amen. 



MEDITATION 4 

" Thus saith the Lord God ; Therefore will I save My flock : I 
will set up one Shepherd over them, and He shall feed them, even 
my servant, David ; He shall feed them, and He shall be their Shep- 
herd. I will both search My sheep, and seek them out." — Ezek. 
xxxiv. 22, 23, 11. , 

How ought my heart to rejoice that the Lord is thus 
calling me to repentance, that my gracious Shepherd 
is thus searching into my reins and my heart to see 
if there be no unfaithfulness in me 1 How unworthy 
am I of so much love! While health and strength 
were mine, how little have I done for Thee, my Grod I 
Shepherd of Israel ! receive my praise and thanks-, 
giving that Thou art now calling me to follow Thee. 
Place me in Thy fold, that I may go no more out, 
but find pasture to the satisfying of my soul, though, 
it be watered with pain and suflfering. When I look 
forward to an increase of weakness, and all the trying 
accompaniments to an increase of sickness, my flesh 
and my heart fail lest any word of murmur escape 
my lips, and my soul be vexed within me, and I for- 



146 QUIET THOUGHTS 

get my God. When the enemy thus comes in like a 
flood, may the Spirit of the Lord lift up His standard, 
and give me victory over sin and Satan, through the 
constraining love of Christ. May I through grace be 
steadfast to the end. I am utterly unable, in my phy- 
sical weakness, to read or pray myself. Lord, I am 
Thine, teach me ; keep my thoughts fixed on Thee 
above all other things ; may all my affections in the 
world be crucified, and my heartstrings dried up by 
Thee with that sympathy Thou alone canst give, who 
wept tears of sorrow for the sisters' loss at Bethany. 
Help me to realise that all on earth must pass away, 
and may be passing from me now for ever. Be Thou 
all in all to me and them. On Thee I desire to wait. 
Give me sweet communings with Thee, blessed 
Saviour. Impart to me a holy, sacred influence over 
others, that they, seeing Thy hand overruling my 
condition, may cheerfully resign me to Thy keeping ; 
and, by the Spirit's help, be prepared to follow me, 
learning by my sufferings the little real value of the 
comiptible body, and the all-importance of the never- 
dying soul. May they learn this lesson now while it 
is called to-day 1 

"The night cometh, when no man can work" 
(John ix. 4). 

THE ROCK. 

On the sure Rock of Ages let my feet 

Be ever firmly pressed ; 
Whatever the varied troubles I may meet, 

There I may safely rest. 
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With eye nptumed to heaven, let me see 

Immanuers glory shine, 
IlluTTiing the blood streams of Calvary 

With pardon all divine. 

With intumed thought upon my inwrought sin, 

Letrme behold the brand 
Which Satan stamped upon my heart within, 

Plucked by Thy mighty hand. 

Then let me come all penitent to Thee, 

Who " 'lone the wine-press trod,'* 
Whose precious blood outpoured to ransom me. 

My Saviour and my God. 



fm^t $♦ 



"When my spirit was overwhelmed within me, then Thou 
hnewest my path, t cried unto Thee, Lord : I said, Thou art 
my refuge and my portion in the land of the living. Attend unto 
my cry."— Ps. cxlii. 3, 5, 6. 

"0 Lord, Thou Jenpwest: remember me. — I am with thee to 
save thee, and to deliver thee, saith the Lord." — Jbb. xv. 16, 20. 

Lord, my strength, and my fortress, and my 
refuge in the day of affliction ; heal me, Lord, 
and I shall be healed ; save me, and I shall be saved, 
for Thou art my praise and an ever-present Helper 
mighty to save. I know not what is beat foi: xaa\ 
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but, Heavenly Father, Thou knowest, and this is 
enough for me. Thou hast seen fit to bring me low, 
and to lay this suffering upon me ; and all my desire 
is to lie humbly and patiently at Thy feet, that Thy 
will, my God and Saviour, may be done in me and 
by me. It is my comfort to feel that affliction cometh 
not from the dust, neither doth trouble spring from 
the ground ; but that Thou, the All- wise, our com- 
passionate High Priest, pruneth the branch of the 
vine Thou lovest, that it may bring forth more fruit 
to Thy honour and glory. Teach me, Lord, through 
this chastening to realise the love Thou bearest me, 
— a love which could give Thy life for sinners ; for 
Grod so loved the world that He gave His only-begot- 
ten Son, that whosoever believeth on Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life. Give me, Lord, 
a faith which shall endure to the end. Should this 
sickness be a sickness unto death, into Thy hands I 
resign myself, only beseeching Thee to lift up the 
light of Thy countenance upon me, and give me 
peace. As my powers decay, may Thy Spirit 
strengthen me ; as weakness increases, may my de- 
pendence on Thee be firmer. Lord, be gracious 
unto me. I have waited for Thee : be Thou mine 
arm every morning, my Salvation in the time of 
trouble, and my Guide to all eternity. I ask every 
blessing and help through the atoning merits of my 
Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. Amen. 
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MEDITATION 5. 

*' Blessed is the man that heareth Me, watching daily at My gates, 
waiting at the posts of My doors." — Pbov. viii. 84. 

** Behold, I stand at the door, and knock : if any man hear My 
voice, and open the door, I will come in to him, and will sup with 
him, and he with Me." — ^Rbv. iii. 20. ' 

The Lord God omnipotent reigneth, and in His hand 
He holds the balance of life and death. Days and 
years have been allotted to me, with an open Bible, 
an understanding heart, — time, and health, and op- 
portunity afforded me of working out my salvation, 
with the promised help of the Holy Spirit. I have 
known that for all things done in the flesh I should 
be judged ; not for those done outwardly only, but 
for the inner life as seen and known to a holy and 
pure God, I have known what is right ; but too 
often, though doing some part of duty, the world has 
had the larger portion. God willeth not the death 
of a sinner, but that all should come to Him through 
the death of Christ, and live — live for ever 1 I raise 
up my soul heavenwards, where Christ is now my 
living intercessor at His Father's throne. Hear me, 
blessed Jesus : cleanse me in Thy blood, save me 
or I perish ; fill my heart with true deep repentance 
for past omissions and commissions, and clothe me 
in Thy righteousness. Happy thought, that, though 
I contemplate death as near, Thou art my recon- 
ciled God, my joy and hope in believing. UaUka 
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earthly friends, Jesus never forsakes. Still, while I 
remain in the world, I am subject to its manifold 
temptations ; trials of the flesh increase, those I love 
on earth must be parted with, pain probably prevent 
rest, and the weary frame toss to and fro ; still may 
I be enabled to feel it is the Lord ; let Him do as 
seemeth Him good. When I review my life, and 
know how much I might have advanced Christ's 
kingdom on earth by my example, my conversation, 
my money, exercising self-denial in many ways, I 
tremble at my lost opportunities as I think of the 
words, Give an account of thy stewardship. Now 
pause, my soul, and with quietness of mind recall 
the past, but neglect not the present. I will think 
of those who are with me ; how my patient forbear- 
ance, my grateful acknowledgments for kindness, 
my entire reliance for salvation on mjr crucified 
and risen Lord, my weak and feeble prayers ; 
how these may all animate others in their future 
path in life, their hope •of glory. Oh! may my 
wasted talents, my unimproved time, awaken them 
to work while it is called to-day. Should I never 
leave this bed again to manifest my deep contrttion 
and forsaking of sin, Thou, who canst search the 
heart, take all ungodliness away, and receive me 
through that Fountain opened for sin and for unclean- 
ness. 

" Thou drewest near in the day that I called upon 
Thee ; Thou saidst, Fear not " (Lam. iii. 67). 
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CONFIDENCE. 

Cloudy the day may be, i» 
And rough may be the night ; 

I '11 brave the stormy sea 

With the Spirit's guiding light, 

Jesu, Son of God divine — 

Jegu, Saviour, Thou art mine. 

Sorrow may fill my cup, 
Sad tears bedew mine eyes ; 

Thy strength will bear m^ up, 
Thine ear receive my sighs. 

Jesu, Son of God divine- 

Jesu, Saviour, Thou art mine. 

Sinful each day and hour. 
Good Lord, I come to Thee ; 

Accomplish by Thy power 
Salvation's mystery. 

Jesu, Son of God divine — 

Jesu, Saviour, Thou art mine. 

The blessing of Thy will 
Descending from above, 

Opened on Calvary's Hill 
The fountain of Thy love. 

Jesu, Son of God divine - 

Jesu, Saviour, Thou art mine. 

Atoner of our race. 

Freely Thy blood was shed, 
That, through prevailing grace, 

Man lives — but sin is dead. 
Jesu, Son of God divine — 

Jesu, Saviour, Thou art mine. 
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** Is there not an appointed time for man upon earth ? *' — Job 
vii. 1. 

*'For dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return.'' — Qen. 
iii. 19. 

** The Master is come, and calleth for thee." — John xi 28. 

Feom the ends of the earth will I call upon Thee, 
Lord God of my salvation, for there is none other 
that I desire beside Thee. Oh! hear my prayer, which 
goeth not out of feigned lips, but in bitterness of soul, 
lest, having deserved Thy just condemnation. Thou 
shouldest disregard my cry. I plead Thy promises, 
gracious Lord, " that if we shall ask anything in the 
name of Jesus, believing, it shall be done unto us, 
and he that believeth hath passed from death unto 
life." O blessed Saviour 1 receive my thanksgiving 
for all the comfort Thy words afford my failing 
powers. Thou art a God of Love, a God who heareth 
prayer, and I will trust and not be afraid. Fill me 
with Thy Holy Spirit, to be my Guide and Coun- 
sellor even unto death. Give me deep and earnest 
sorrow for all my backslidings and forgetfulness of 
Thee. Wash me in Thy precious blood, and impart 
to me a sense of Thy abiding presence ; one with 
Christ, in unity of the Spirit and the bond of peace. 
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Perfect Thy strength in my weakness, that as suflfer- 
ing increases, patience may have her perfect work, and 
Satan have no dominion over me. Keep me, Lord, 
close to Thee ; nearer, my God, to Thee, nearer to 
Thee each day and hour I live, that I may be Thine 
in time and through eternity. I ask all in the name 
and through the merits of Jesus Christ, Thy Son, my 
Saviour and my Kedeemer. Amen, 



MEDITATION 6. 

'' Lord, though our iniquities testify against us, do Thou it for 
Thy name's sake : for our backslidings are many ; we have sinned 
against Thee. — Leave us not.*' — Jbr. xiv. 7, 9. 

'* Ye shall seek Me, and find Me, when ye shall search for Me 
with all your heart." — Jeb. xzix. 13. 

How many there are dear to me from whom I must 
soon be separated, not for an hour or a day, but for 
ever and ever in this world 1 It is a pang to part 
even for a little while from those we love ; what shall 
we say in contemplation of that last long farewell ? 
Experience teaches that the dying believer is often 
taken from life before life is taken from him. God, 
in His infinite mercy, so ordains, that the heart 
wholly resting on Jesus and His finished work of 
redemption is drawn into that love wherewith He 
has loved us and given Himself for us, that the 
place which before was occupied by love to man is 
then absorbed by the love of Christ. A& ^ dasct 
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wife asked her dying husband, "You love me, dear?" 
" Yes," was the reply ; " but I love Jesus better I " 
Already they are as the angels in heaven, neither 
marrying nor given in marriage. Even in failing 
thought, Christ is all in all. Earth and heaven have 
mingled in such close and loving union, that, like a 
dissolving scene, the wintry storms which often swept 
over the happy hearth of the treasured home have 
passed imperceptibly away, and given place to a sum- 
mer sunlit home of light and love. " Because I live, 
ye shall live also," are words to cheer a dying hour, 
the anchor for the soul to rest on when vain is the 
help of man. " My poor husband 1" sighed a dying 
Christian wife, who had been united for forty years ; 
but she added, " My precious Saviour!" Think of 
the sleep of death changed to a life eternal; that, 
whether we wake or sleep, we shall be for ever with 
the Lord. These are thoughts to occupy the mind 
in hours of health ; how much more, then, in sick- 
ness ! Try we often to realise the separation between 
ourselves and those most dear to us. Ought we not 
by so doing to sit loosely to the things of this world 
— to recollect how soon they will all be as nothing 
to us ; the place even which we now occupy will 
know us no more, the generation will pass away as 
we shall. Oh I what then is life, if not so used as to 
bring a man peace at the last? Halt, then, and act. 
Kefuse not this time of withdrawal from the world 
to meditate on the past and the present, leaving the 
future to Him in whose bands our times are. Pre- 
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pare to meet God by the diligent use of means yet 
permitted. Work in God's vineyard to-day*; now is 
the accepted time. Inquire of the Lord, What wilt 
Thou have me to do ? Speak for God ; with your 
mouth show forth His praise, who has called you out. 
of darkness into the marvellous light of the know- 
ledge of Christ Jesus. Tell to others what great 
things God has done for your soul ; how often, when 
the foot was slipping, His mercy held you up, guid- 
ing you by His Spirit into the safe and narrow way 
of life eternal. In pain and weariness, what can you 
do ? Bear submissively what the Lord appoints for 
a season, knowing that thereunto ye were called, that 
the trial of your faith, being much more precious 
than of gold that perisheth, might be found unto 
praise, and honour, and glory at the appearing of 
Jesus Christ, though now for a season, if need be, 
ye are in heaviness through these manifold trials. 
" Blessed is the man that endureth temptation ; for, 
when he is tried, he shall receive the crown of life 
which the Lord hath promised to them that love 
Him " (James L 12.) 



THE EARLY DEAD. 

Shall we weep for the early dead, 
Who pass like a dream away, 

Whose love has around us shed 
A bright and abiding ray ; 
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Who have shared with us in life 
The spring-tide's happiest hourSp 

While the world to them was rife 
With the fragrance of its flowers ? 

Shall we weep for the early dead. 

Who only are lost to sight, 
Whose memory still will spread 

A calm and refulgent light ?^ 
For the golden cord of love 

Still links their fond hearts to earth, 
While the spirit soars above 

In its resurrection-birth. 



"Behold, I come as a thief. Blessed is he that watcheth."— 
Rbv. xvi. 15. 

" Be ye therefore ready also ; for the Son of Man cometh at an 
hour when ye think not. And if He shall come in the second 
watch, or come in the third watch, and find them so, blessed are 
those servants." — Luke xii. 40, 38. 

" Mark the perfect man, and behold the upright, for the end of 
that man is peace.'* — Ps. xxxvii. 37. 

**LoRD, I am oppressed; undertake Thou for me." 
In the multitude of the sorrows I have in my heart, 
I turn to Thee, thou God of mercy. Make Thou all 
my bed in my sickness, and fulfil the gracious pro- 
raise, " I will give unto him that is athirst of the 
fountain of the water of life freely." Ohl supply my 
utmost need out of the fulness of Thy grace. May 
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my faith in all Thy power and all Thy promises 
increase each hour. Hast Thou not said, " He that 
overcometh shall inherit all things ; and I will be 
his God, and He shall be my son ?" Oh I may my 
fioul rest in the Lord, that when Christ, who is my life, 
shall appear, I may also appear with Him in glory — 
with Him may walk through the dark valley of the 
shadow of death with His rod and His staff to 
comfort me. Thanks be to God, who has led me to 
Jesus for full and free salvation I thanks be to God, 
who has taught me that the blood of Christ Jesus 
cleanseth us from all sin! Without this divine assur- 
ance, I could have no hope, for I am a poor unworthy 
sinner, needing pardon for wandering thoughts in 
even this my cry to the mercy-seat. How near I am 
to death and judgment. Thou and Thou only knowest. 
I hope in Thy name. Hear me, my Saviour ! and 
when Thou hearest forgive, for Thy name's sake. 
Amen. , 

MEDITATION 7. 

" He is able to save them to the uttermost that come unto God 
by Him, seeing He ever liveth to make intercession for them." — 
Heb. vii. 25. 

" Behold, I come quickly ; and my reward is with Me, to give 
every man according as his work shall be.'' — Rev. xxii. 12. 

" I know their works and their thoughts." — Isa. Ixvi. 18. 

" Because I live ye shall live also," are the comfort- 
ing words which arise in my thoughts in this hour of 
painful languor. Suflfering precedes death in almost 
every variety; it is the tea\.ixig-"^Sx& o1 Q^a.^si&OL^'^iSia 



168 QUIET THOUGHTS 

furnace-fire that is to try, and I trust, purify^me 
Few escape it ; it comes from the hand of the Lord 
but with it, " as one whom his mother comforteth, » 
will I comfort you." Oh, rare and precious love I i 
comfort no pain can deprive me of. My syiupa 
thisiDg Saviour is near ; in all my affiiction Ha ii 
afflicted. Have I ever in the days of health suffi' 
ciently realised the presence of my God and Saviour! 
Yet this consideration would give strength in life 
The Word of God is full of this truth. How manj 
thoughts now cross my mind to assure me that th( 
Lord is nigh to all that call npon Him ; that oftei 
before we call He will answer 1 How often have ] 
rejected this thought, which wonld have kept my feel 
in the narrow way. Often Iiaa msheart gone fortV 
to meet the Lord ; but Satan j 
overcome my resolutio 
in the path of duty. "V 
JeBua' tender love j 
sudden halting betTjj 
that -which pleast 
mercy, oli 1 with * 
and feel aa Pel 
turned and I^j 
on the V 
the I 



y 
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of nngodlineee, might }iave been the WesBod means of 
Bheddiog a lustre over a life in wliich mu hud been 
conquered through the grace of God. Let tliose who 
yet have time, live not for themfielves alone, but for 
God ; to advance Hiit kingdom by leading luauy from 
dead works to serve the Jiving God. 

" They that be wiae shall shine a« the brightness of 
the firmament ; and they that turn many to righteous- 
nesB as the stars for ever and ever" (Dau. JtiL 3). 



« ACOOKUINU TO THY WOED.- 

Oh I what am I, poor worm of earth, 
Sinning each moment from my birth J 
Lord, what am I, that I can dare 
To come before Thy throne in prarer 1 
When I reflect on all Thy a 
On Thy rich bounties which I sliiirc, 
"Weak, erring creatnre, how can I 
~~ h Thy awful mnjeaty 7 
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^* What is mine end, that I should prolong my life t Now shall I 
sleep in the dust ; and thou shalt seek me in the morning, but I 
shall not be." — Job vi. 11, vii. 21. 

"The last enemy that shall be destroyed is death." — 1 Cob. 
XV. 26. 

" Them which sleep in Jesus will God bring with Him." — ^1 Thess. 
iv. 24. 

Thanks be to God, which giveth us the victory, 
through our Lord Jesus Christ ; for, death, where is 
thy sting? Grave, where is thy victory? Oh I quicken 
me, blessed Lord, by Thy Spirit; raise my heart 
above the perishing things of time, and fix my every 
thought, my every desire, on Jesus. Let me not fear 
the grave ; but, looking beyond the painful hour of 
dissolution, may I have faith to behold the glory that 
shall be revealed when the kingdom of heaven is 
opened to all believers. Jesus, my all-suflBlcient 
Saviour I let me feel Thee near ; let no evil thoughts 
assail me, no doubting fears distress me ; but, in per- 
fect confidence in Thy finished work of redemption, 
may I be permitted to commit all I have, all I love, 
and all I hope for, into Thy hands and keeping. 
Wash me in Thy blood ; cleanse every sin away ; be 
my stronghold as my powers decay ; and though my 
tongue fail to utter Thy name, I die in the faith of 
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Jesus Christ, my only Saviour and Intercessor, look- 
ing forward to eternal life, when I shall see Thee as 
Thou art, and know even as I am known. Hear me, 

my Father, and never leave me nor forsake me till 

1 am safely landed in Thy heavenly kingdom ; for 
the sake of Thy dear Son Jesus Christ, my Lord. 
Amen. 



MEDITATION 8. 

'If we have been planted together in the likeness of His death, 
we shall be also in the likeness of His resurrection." — Rom. yI. 5. 

'* If we be dead with Him, we shall also live with Him/' — 2 Tnr. 
ii. 11. 

** When Christ, who is our life, shall appear, then shall ye also 
appear with Him in glory." — Col. iii 4. 

Oh ! happy Christian that can die with such a hope ! 
Mourners, dry your tears ; she is not dead, but 
sleepeth; for death is life to the believer. May I 
— dare I — without presumption, feel that I am so 
washed in the blood of Christ that He forgets my 
sins, forgives my sins, and accepts me in and through 
what He, and He alone, has done for me ? Oh, blessed 
hope I for how helpless am I, how totally unable to 
do anything acceptable of myself 1 how frail, how 
unworthy to follow even in His footsteps ! What a 
bright example have I ever had in His life, deigning 
to teach me by His own acts and deeds ; and yet, 
though imbibing them from the record of Himself 
in His Word, disregarding the precepts and heedless 
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of their importance. Now, in this time of solitude, 
in these hours of wakefulness, how refreshing to my 
heart the knowledge that Jesus, knowing my thoughts, 
may draw near to me, blotting ouVthe remembrance 
of my past neglect, and helping me in this my hour 
of weakness 1 " Abide in Me, and I in you : I am 
the Vine, ye are the branches." Oh! blessed union to 
Christ, my living Head ; if a member, however weak, 
never apart from the great Head. " I in them, and 
Thou in Me, that they may be made perfect in one." 
Jesus said, in His hour of sorrowful parting, " I am 
not alone, because the Father is with Me." So be 
with me, blessed Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, when 
I enter the dark valley of the shadow of death — 
Christ's own light to dispel the darkness, Christ's 
everlasting life to conquer death in me. Let me 
think of the glory, not the gloom ; of the resurrec- 
tion, not the grave. Awake and sing, ye that dwell in 
dust ; for the kingdom of God is within you, and ye 
have chofen Christ for your Leader and your King. 

*' Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give thee 
a crown of life" (Rev. iL 10). 



PEACE. 

Oft have we been surrounded 

With trouble, woe, and sin, 
When mercies have abounded 

Tb bring us peace within ; 
And through our night of weeping 

Tossed on life's roughest wave, 
Jesu our Lord was keeping 

His hand owtBtietched to eave« 
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For all our deepest sojrow 

Is borne, O Lord, by Thee, 
Whose word can make to-morrow 

From sin and suffering free. 
Though troubles be oppressing, 

Our way is known above ; 
Our Saviour turns to blessing 

The chastening of His love. 

That love of CJhrist extendeth 

Throughout the world's domain ; 
Mercy and peace He blendeth 

Till He shall come again. 
And now, till He appeareth. 

Our sighs and tears are known ; 
Jesu our Lord still heareth 

Our wants upon His throne. 



f taij^ir 3t 



''Lift up your eyes to the heavens, and look upon the earth 
beneath: for the heavens shall vanisA away like smoke, and the 
earth shall wax old like a garment, and they that dwell therein 
shall die in like manner : but my salvation shall be for ever, and 
my righteousness shall not be abolished." — Isa. li. 6. 

Lord God of my salvation, hear my prayer, and 
accept my willing offering of all I have and all I 
love on earth. Eeceive my thanksgiving and my 
praise for these manifold and varied ^fts which have 
made my life a happy and a blessed one. And il<\^ 
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they are no longer mine. I leave them, holy Father, 
to Thy care; shelter them beneath Thy almighty 
wing ; fill them with Thy Holy Spirit, to guide them 
in the narrow way to life eternal. Blessed Jesus, 
draw them into Thy fold, forgive their manifold 
transgressions, and, when Satan is near to tempt, be 
Thou as with Thy apostle of old, and pray for them 
that their faith fail not Keep their feet from slip- 
ping into the paths of sin, strengthen them for duty, 
comfort them in sorrow, and save them with an ever- 
lasting salvation. And now, Lord, what wait I for ? 
My hope is in Thee; be with me as my powers 
decay ; let me see Thee, and Thee alone, when my 
last hour draws nigh. Hear me, my Saviour, hear ; 
and when Thou hearest, Lord, forgive. Amen. 



MEDITATION 9. 

"Behold, I come quickly; and My reward is with Me, to give 
every man according as his work shall be." — JiJEV. zxii. 12. 

'^ The God of all grace, who hath called us unto His eternal glory 
by Christ Jesus, after that ye have suffered a while, make you per- 
fect, stablish, strengthen, settle you. To him be glory and do- 
minion for ever and ever. Amen." — 1 Pbteb t. 10, 11. 

Solemn thought! a last prayer on earth;- solemn 
thought I a last opportunity given to a sinner to plead 
with a Saviour. If my work of repentance is not 
done, if I have not received salvation through Christ, 
where is my hope ? My comfort is, that I have been 
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with Jesus, and He with me, through many trials 
and many wanderings of my weak, unstable steps, or 
I should have been utterly cast down ; for the return 
I have made has been totally unworthy of the boun- 
ties I* have received from the Lord's hand. Praise 
the Lord, my soul, for sending me by the Holy 
Spirit to Jesus as my all-sufficient Saviour. Now 
the shadows of death are thickening around me ; I 
am helpless. Jesus 1 without Thee I should- perish ; 
but I come to plead for the last time, not for myself 
alone, but for those also whom Thou hast given me 
on earth, God knows what is best for each ; I leave 
them in Thy hands. All I ask is, that their faith in 
Christ may never fail ; and though Thou shouldest 
choose them in the furnace of affliction, that they 
still may be Thine. Life is rapid in its flight in 
which we are called to bear, that, come what may 
— sickness or health, poverty or wealth, distress, per- 
secution, sorrow — the faithful follower of Christ will 
ever find happiness in the fulfilment of the duty or 
the trial God appoints. Lead all my loved ones over 
the troubled waves of life safe into the harbour of 
refuge. Onward, Christian, then, through all your 
conflicts, all your woes, looking unto Jesus. A little 
while and all struggling with the world, the flesh, 
and the devil will be -over. Think what of all the 
world can give avails in death ; its riches, honour, 
pomp, pride, all useless, except as they have been 
made instruments of advancing Christ's kingdom on 
earth. Oh 1 to use the time you now ^osseea ixLfe5^^ 
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they are no longer mine. I leave them, holy Father, 
to Thy care; shelter them beneath Thy almighty 
wing ; fill them with Thy Holy Spirit, to guide them 
in the narrow way to life eternal. Blessed Jesus, 
draw them into Thy fold, forgive their manifold 
transgressions, and, when Satan is near to tempt, be 
Thou as with Thy apostle of old, and pray for them 
that their faith fail not Keep their feet from slip- 
ping into the paths of sin, strengthen them for duty, 
comfort them in sorrow, and save them with an ever- 
lasting salvation. And now, Lord, what wait I for ? 
My hope is in Thee; be with me as my powers 
decay ; let me see Thee, and Thee alone, when my 
last hour draws nigh. Hear me, my Saviour, hear ; 
and when Thou hearest, Lord, forgive. Amen. 



MEDITATION 9. 

"Behold, I come quickly; and My reward is with Me, to give 
every man according as his work shall be." — ^Eey. zxii. 12. 

'* The God of all grace, who hath called us unto His eternal glory 
by Christ Jesus, after that ye have suffered a while, make you per- 
fect, stablish, strengthen, settle you. To him be glory and do- 
minion for ever and ever. Amen." — 1 Pbteb ▼. 10, 11. 

Solemn thought I a last prayer on earth;- solemn 
thought I a last opportunity given to a sinner to plead 
with a Saviour. If my work of repentance is not 
done, if I have not received salvation through Christ, 
where is my hope ? My comfort is, that I have been 
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with Jesus, and He with me, through many trials 
and many wanderings of my weak, unstable steps, or 
I should have been utterly cast down ; for the return 
I have made has been totally unworthy of the boun- 
ties I' have received from the Lord's hand. Praise 
the Lord, my soul, for sending me by the Holy 
Spirit to Jesus as my all-sufficient Saviour. Now 
the shadows of death are thickening around me ; I 
am helpless. Jesus ! without Thee I should- perish ; 
but I come to plead for the last time, not for myself 
alone, but for those also whom Thou hast given me 
on earth. God knows what is best for each ; I leave 
them in Thy hands. All I ask is, that their faith in 
Christ may never fail ; and though Thou shouldest 
choose them in the furnace of affliction, that they 
still may be Thine. Life is rapid in its flight in 
which we are called to bear, that, come what may 
— sickness or health, poverty or wealth, distress, per- 
secution, sorrow — the faithful follower of Christ will 
ever find happiness in the fulfilment of the duty or 
the trial God appointa Lead all my loved ones over 
the troubled waves of life safe into the harbour of 
refuge. Onward, Christian, then, through all your 
conflicts, all your woes, looking unto Jesus. A little 
while and all struggling with the world, the flesh, 
and the devil will be -over. Think what of all the 
world can give avails in death ; its riches, honour, 
pomp, pride, all useless, except as they have been 
made instruments of advancing Christ's kingdom on 
earth. Oh I to use the time you now possess in fresh 
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For all these treasures which I leave, 
I leave with Thee — for they are Thine. 

Cleanse them from sin— oh ! then receive 
Each soul I love, Lord, with mine. 

Purchased with blood at Calvary, 
Thou comest, Lord, to claim Thine own ; 

Beleased from sin's captivity, 
O blessed Jesus ! take me home. 



" Awake and sing, ye that dwell in dust." — IsA. zzvi. 19. 
'* If we have been planted together in the likeness of His death, 
we shall be also in the likeness of His resurrection.'' — Rom. vi. 5. 

Oh, my Saviour I who has been my helper through all 
my hours of suflfering, leave me not, neither forsake 
me now. Short are my hours on earth, and I would 
fain forget all those I am to leave, while I look unto 
Thee and the glory that shall be revealed to Thy re- 
deemed servants. Give me, Lord, the assurance 
in my own heart that I am safe, all my many sins 
washed in Thy precious blood, and remembered no 
more against me. Then let no thought trouble me, 
but, in perfect confidence of my salvation and resur- 
rection to eternal life through Christ Jesus, my Lord, 
let me commit my soul to Thee. Let not Satan dis- 
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tract me with doubts, let no earthly tie draw my last 
thoughts from Thee, but keep, oh I keep, all my beloved 
ones safe for time and for eternity. Hear and accept 
my imperfect petitions for the sake of Thy own dear 
Son, Jesus Christ, my Saviour. Amen. 



MEDITATION 10. 

'' Now we see through a glass darkly ; but then face to face ; now 
I know in part, but then shall I know even as also I am known." 
— 1 Cor. xiii. 12. 

What thrilling thoughts are these ! How little can 
we really know of Christ while we are in the flesh ; 
but soon to see Him face to face 1 Oh, solemn reality ! 
to know Him as also I am known by Him. my 
soul I ponder pn what this involves. Jesus knows my 
life — that life within, which has been kept from the 
eye of man, but has gone up for judgment to my God. 
Shall I then know the hidden depth of Jesus' love in 
all its intensity, which could so love a guilty world as 
to give His life for sinners ? Jesus knows the motives 
which have actuated all my words and deeds — works 
which do follow me for the great day of reckoning. 
Shall I then know the transcendent purity and holi- 
ness which prompted Jesus to never-ending deeds of 
benevolence and sympathy ? Jesus knows the tempter's 
snares, which have filled my heart too often with 
vanity and pride, and the neglect of my blessed 
Saviour. Shall I know the prayerful utterances of a 
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loving heart, the great Intercessor's pleading, which 
saved me irom sin ? Jesus knows the dangers of the 
road I have traversed in my wilderness journey. 
Shall I then know the power that preserved me as 
the apple of His eye ? Shall I indeed know that heart 
of love, as I am known by His all-searching eye? 
" Oh, the depth of the riches both of the wisdom and 
knowledge of God 1 How unsearchable are His judg- 
ments, and His ways past finding out ! " How can I 
think of these things, and yet hope in His mercy ? 
How does my heart condemn me for constant, wilful 
neglect of such a tender, loving, watchful Saviour ! 
What will be my feelings when I thus comprehend 
all that Jesus has done for my soul, when, in a few 
days, or hours it may be, I shall see Bim face to face, 
and know Him even as also I am known ? Call this 
not death but life — life eternal, to know Thee, the only 
true God, and Jesus Christ whom Thou hast sent. 
Thus let me rest in the joyful expectation of being for 
ever with the Lord. 

** Unto Him that loved us and washed us from our 
sins in His own blood, and hath made us kings and 
priests unto God and His Father, to Him be glory, 
and dominion, for ever and ever. Amen." 



WATCH AND PRAY. 

Suffering Cliristian, watch and pray, 
Watch thou though the hours be long ; 

Soon will be the break of day, 
Soon will burst the morning song. 
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Thou liast passed throagh life's long night. 

Oft a wanderer from the road ; 
But the Lord's own lamp shall light 

Thy weak footsteps home to God. 

Think of glory, not of gloom ; 

Christ has opened heaven for thee ; 
Yes, for thee unbarred the tomb, 

With the greater David's key. 

Thou wilt know Him, and will trace 

Jesus' mighty word of power ; 
Thou wilt see Him face to face, 

And learn His love through life's long hour. 

Hear the mighty voice proclaim — 

" No more sin or suffering thine ; 
I have sealed thee with My name, 

I have redeemed thee — thou art Mine." 



" I shall not die, but lire, and declare the works of the Lord. 
The Lord hath chastened me sore ; but He hath not given me over 
unto death." — Ps. cxviii. 17,18. 

What can I render unto Thee, Lord, for the mercy 
wherewith Thou hast visited me in recalling the 
angel of death, and granting me renewed health and 
strength ? Lord, my God, I am unworthy to oflFer 
unto Thee any sacrifice ; but I beseech Thee to accept 
my grateful praise for Thy loving-kindness towards 
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me. Grant me, Lord, a fresh and continuous token 
of Thy love, in raising and keeping my desires fixed 
on Thee and heaven. Many have been my resolutions 
on my bed of suffering ; help me, by the aid of Thy 
Holy Spirit, to carry them out in the life Thou hast 
renewed, with an earnest desire io devote the residue 
of my days to Thy honour and glory. Let me not 
forget, as I mingle again in life's duties, that the day 
of my death is certain ; but may I, with this remem- 
brance stamped upon my heart, also remember that 
Christ has purchased my free and full salvation by 
His own precious death upon the cross for sinners. 
Grant, Lord, that my future life may be hid with 
Christ in God ; that I may persevere in all holiness 
and godliness of living, knowing that this sickness 
has been a gentle but a sure warning that this is not 
my rest. Hear me, for Jesus' sake. Amen. 



MEDITATION 11. 

'* Go home to thy friends, and tell them how great things the 
Lord hath done for thee, and has had compassion on thee.*' — Mark 
V. 19. 

" Blessed be the Lord, because He hath heard the voice of my 
supplications; my heart trusted in Him, and I am helped." — Ps. 
xxviii. 6, 7. 

The living, the living he shall praise Thee, as I do 
this day, Lord ! But in the midst of all my thoughts 
of praise, how my heart trembles lest I become un- 
mindful of the hand which has healed me I I would 
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not be so ; but I would show to others what the Lord 
has done for me. My tenement of clay still stands, 
and the Master bids me occupy till He come. Oh, 
may I be faithful in His service ! the single eye, the 
single aim, no self-cighteousness, no love of praise 
from man, but only an earnest worker in the service 
of my Heavenly Master. In how many ways have I 
to work ? How many are there looking on to see if my 
steps slide backwards into the world I have renounced? 
Let me not mistake myself. I am still left to walk 
in the world while I form a part of it. If my heart 
is fixed on Jesus, surely I shall only go where He can 
go with me. I may participate in many pleasures — 
I must not participate in any sin; and the Holy Spirit, 
as my Guide, will lead me into all truth ; and my 
affections being set on things above, and not on the 
earth, will secure me from many trials. But how 
strong is the call to duty ! how weak is human nature 
unaided to fulfil it! The meek and lowly mind, 
without the passionate impulse — the charity that 
would think well of all distracted by the under- 
current of the life around — the unselfish desires 
thwarted by doubts upon motives, — all these diflScul- 
ties trouble the stream of a life that would be right 
with God and man. Let me well think of all before 
me in the varied calls upon my time and my affec- 
tions ; and being satisfied that it is God who guideth 
me with strength, and maketh my way perfect, I shall 
go on my new way rejoicing, feeling that strength 
will be given me for duty equal to my days. 
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" I have seen his ways, and will hear him ; I will 
lead him also, and restore comforts unto him and to 
his mourners" (ISA. Ivii. 18). 



THOUGHTS AFTER SICKNESS. 

Gk) forward now with strengthened-speed, 

Life's tempting trials overcome ; 
My Saviour prays for me in need, 

Till the sure fight of faith be won. 

1 11 fear no trial, dread no pain — 

A Heavenly Father's love is mine ; 
Patience with perfect work shall reign, 

And through each deep submission shine. 

Rest, then, my soul, and be my will 
So woven, gracious Lord^ with Thine, 

That grace may lead me to fulfil 
Thy sovereign will — ^in doing mine. 

Though now the shroud of death has passed^ 
Uplifted from my weakened frame, 

I know the Victor comes at last 
The penalty of sin to claim. 

Waste not, my soul, one precious hour, 

Renewed to Thee by Love divine ; 
But live in prayer's prevailing power. 

That through Thee, Christ EKmself may shine. 

When death's deep shadows cover me. 

And veil the ties of earthly love. 
Do Thou, Lord, my pilot be 

Safe to Thy glorious home above. 



THE MASTER'S CALL. 

Hark to the winds of autumn ! 
List to the ceaseless moan !— 

Earth ! is the winter coming, 
And shall I l^e here alone ? 

Say, where are the summer blossoms. 
That bloomed in my life so fair ? 

The hope and the health and the gladness^ 
With never a touch of care ! 

1 knelt in the joyous sunshine, 

Nor thought of a coming shade, 
Which was creeping over me softly, 
And causing my life to fade. 

Earth ! thou hast nought to give me 
In place of the'days of old, — 

In the winter I am forsaken, 
And left in the dark and cold ! 

Hush ! was it a strain of music 

That fell on my list'ning ear ? 
And is that a light from heaven. 

So wondrous soft and clear ? 
" Come unto inCy ye weary 

And heavy-laden with sin ; 

1 am willing to bear yout burden, 
I am longing to let you in. 
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" My child, art thou very troubled 1 

In heaven is no more care. 
Is the autumn of earth so stormy ? 

It is always spring up there ! 
Is thy heart ever sad and lonely ? 

Draw close to my wounded side, 
In the cleft of the Rock of Ages 

Thy soul shall be satisfied. 

** But thou lookest toward the river, -^ 

* Oh ! I cannot breast the wave 1 ' 
I hear thee say in thy terror ; 

My child ! I am come to save. 
The river shall not overflow thee. 

Thy Saviour shall be thy guide ; 
And swiftly thou shalt be landed 

Safe 'on the other side. 

"And never a tear of sorrow, 

And never a cry of pain, 
Shall be beard in the golden city, 

Thy losses shall be thy gain. 
And thou shalt rest in the gladness 

And wealth of eternal Love ! — 
My child, I am coming quickly^ 

I am ready fw thee above ! ' 

Marie. 
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For a Family, when one Member is seriously ill, 

*' If we be dead with Him, we shall also live with Him ; if we 
suffer, we shall also reign with Him.'* — 2 Tim. ii. 11, 12. 

" Fear none of those things which thou shalt suffer ; be thou 
faithful unto death." — Rev. ii. 10. 

Lord our God, how great have been Thy mercies 
towards us, in sparing thus long Thy afflicted ser- 
vant to be our joy and delight; but we now come 
before Thee, Holy Father, to supplicate for pity 
and for help. Speak, Lord, and Thy servant shall 
be healed ; but if this cup may not pass from us, 
Thy will, not ours, be done. We would not ask for 
life, if Thou hast appointed death ; but, blessed 
Saviour I fill our sorrowing hearts with Thy ever- 
lasting love, that we may trace Thy hand directing 
and guiding this and every event of our lives. We 
desire submissively to bow beneath Thy chastening 
rod. Spare Thy servant, Lord, if such be Thy 
holy will ; but if Thy word has gone forth for the 
frail body " to return to the dust, and the spirit 
to God who gave it," then give us grace to feel it 
is the voice of the Beloved crying, " Come unto me, 
and I will give you.rest." Fill our hearts, Jesus, 
with that perfect trust in Thy power to save, and 
with that perfect faith in Thy ^\\Lydl^^'^'^ \r> \ss5;«x. 
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the prayers we offer for this our dear one — ^that, 
whether Thy servant live or die, he (she) may be 
Thine. Soothe the anguish of our parting by 
Thine own presence in our hearts. Soften the hours 
of suffering with thoughts of peace, knowing that 
to be absent from the body is to be present with 
the Lord. Lead us all, Jesus, in every hour of 
affliction, to Thine own Cross, where, not for Thy- 
self, but for us sinners, Thine agony was endured. 
Stamp Thy pardon on our hearts with Thy most 
precious blood, that through the gate of the grave 
we may attain to a joyful resurrection to eternal 
life. To Thee, our Saviour and Eedeemer, we 
commit the soul and the body of our beloved one 
— ^knowing that though we would keep him (her) 
here, "to depart and Jbe with Christ is far better." 
Hear and plead for us, our Intercessor and Great 
High Priest, for Thy name's sake. Amen. 



MEDITATION 12. 

''Behold, the Lord's hand is not shortened, that it cannot saye.*' — 
ISA. lix. 1. 

** I, even I, am He that comforteth you.** — ISA. li. 12. 

For " blessed are the dead which die in the Lord.** — Bev. ziv. 13. 

Perhaps there are no two greater pangs on earth 
than that which is felt as we contemplate the 
certain death of a beloved one, and that which 
pierces the heart as we awaken from our first sleep 
to the consciousness of our bereavement. That 
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an hour of parting mnst come is known to all 
meditative minds, but it ever seems a far-off 
period, too distant to be realised. Who will go 
first, the husband or the wife, the mother or the 
child, the brother or the sister, are thoughts which, 
if arising, only float like a vapour that vanisheth 
away. Still, in how many ways the contempla- 
tion would be useful. Weeds of bitterness spring 
up sometimes amidst the flowers of home, when 
angry thoughts and words would be speedily 
eradicated by the remembrance of the ^^ little 
while " we may be permitted to tread the path of 
life together. To see another suffer pain we have 
no power to alleviate is more agonising than 
bearing the pain itself, and our heart leaps 
forward to paint that holy scene for the stricken 
one to look upon, where " God shall wipe away all 
tears from their eyes, and there shall be no more 
death, neither sorrow nor crying, neither shall 
there be any more pain " (Eev. xxi. 4). Could we 
in imagination make ourselves partakers of such 
bliss, should we not exclaim with holy fervour, 
Come, Lord Jesus, come quickly! Why should, 
we shrink from such thoughts ourselves ? Why 
should we shrink from bringing them face to face 
with others ? Would nervous languor be increased 
if faith were sound and trustful ? Should we who 
are born to die avert the thought of death even 
in our healthiest hours? Nay, rather, ought we not 
tutor our eyes to behold " that great city, the holy 
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Jerusalem^ with her precious stones and gates of sal- 
vation and their angel guards " (Rev. xxi. 10-12). 
Why should not our ears of faith be gladdened 
"with the voice of harpers as they sing the new 
song before the throne, " Great and marvellous 
are thy works, Lord God Almighty " (Rev. xv. 3) 
— new to the sinner upon earth, but not to the 
redeemed in heaven. Would death be hastened by 
such thoughts ? Nay, rather, in the contemplation 
death would be robbed of its sting ; for the angel 
who brings the summons to depart, for this is not 
our resting-place, brings also the invitation, " The 
Spirit and the Bride say, Come." 

What a weighty consideration arises ! what are 
we doing in this our season of trial? Are we 
standing all the day idle, yielding to selfish 
grief, causelessly bemoaning our fate as hard to 
bear, instead of learning the lesson the affliction 
teaches? Are we weeping over the loved face 
which is fading fast from sight ? or are we active, 
diligent, earnest in leading our friend to Jesus ? 
Grief is selfish if indulged in, forgetful that our 
loss must be gain to the departed, who, in closing 
his eyes on the loved scenes of life, will open 
them in glory, beholding his Saviour " face to 
face." We dare not think of those who have 
lived without God in the world, but " who can tell 
how oft he offendeth " even when every desire of 
the heart is towards the Lord ? A sick-room is 
too often a room of sadness, because Jesus is shut 
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ovit for fear of disturbing the patient, Jesus the 
Healer— Jesus the AU-suflScient — Jesus the Weeper 
— Jesus the Saviour — no room for Him ! Banish 
all such fears, ye watchers of the sick ; proclaim 
Hini King of kings and " Lord of lords ; open by 
prayer and supplication the everlasting doors, and 
the King of Glory shall come in ! With Jesus 
by your side, you have nought to dread : He will 
gird you with strength to speak for Him and to 
bear your own grief. He will sustain your beloved 
one with the conviction that He is gone to prepare 
a place for each of His faithful servants, and is soon 
coming again to take this dear one to Himself, that 
where He is, thy mother shall be also. 

A sick-room is a great teacher. The change 
from the bloom of health which brightened the 
eye and painted the cheek with beauty, to the 
worn and faded look, the languid smile, the pain- 
furrowed brow — oh ! these are mighty in their 
silence to warn us not to set our affections on 
things below, but in our happiest joyou^ hours of 
strength to have our hearts fixed on the treasures 
which are above ; using the world by hallowing 
every scene with holy thoughts and deeds, and 
not abusing the gifts God has bestowed upon us, 
to promote our cheerful enjoyment in the blessings 
we possess. Encouraging is the remembrance of 
our Saviour s promise — " He that belie veth on me, 
the works that I do shall he do also." The sick 
room is a teacher in all the finer characteristics of 
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a Christian life. The poor sufferer restless, weary, 
often irritable and perverse ; the watcher quiet, 
patient, soothing, hopeful, praying while the 
loved one sleeps, watchful while the loved one 
wakes, the toU of nursing wearing out the frame 
only half-nourished by food and rest, yet sympath- 
ising with a smile of peace while the heart is 
well-nigh breaking. Oh, what depth of faith is 
needed, as the sleepless hours run on, to listen, as 
it were, and hear the dreaded verdict from the 
Courts of the Most High, aAd feel, though bereave- 
ment is so near, " it is well with the child " ! 
How sweetened must these hours of nursing be, 
when heart meets heart in the solemn contempla- 
tion of a future, before which God has thus long 
mercifully dropped the veil, that this painful hour 
of separation should be until now but dim and 
misty. Confidence in the Crucified, hope in the 
Kedeemer, form the key-note to the song of praise, 
though mingling with tears of woe, and the sick 
chamber, with Jesus in 'the midst, becomes a 
hallowed scene, painted by the love of God in 
colours that will never fade. Let every watcher 
by the sick remember the difficulty of the position, 
and keep the heart continually seeking for drops 
of dew from the fountain of God's love, with which 
to nourish the drooping flower — not by over-zeal, 
wearying the weary— not by over-anxiety, awaken- 
ing fears, " for perfect love casteth out fear " — not 
by solemnity, checking cheerfulness; but, gently 
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leading the sinking one to cast all care on Jesus, 
encourage him by your own faith, your own hope, 
your own perfect trust, that ^^as in Adam all die, 
even so in Christ shall all be made alive," and 
" he that belie veth in Christ shall never die." 

" Thougli sin defile my every thought, 
My Saviour by His death has wrought 

Redemption for my soul. 
Thou only Source, I turn to Thee 
For life, for love, for liberty, 

Thou, Lord, canst make me whole. 

" And when in weariness and pain, 
Do Thou my wasting frame sustain, 

My Guardian and my Stay. 
Hush my poor fainting soul to sleep, 
Wipe the sad sufifering tears I weep, 
Shine on my weary way." 

The natural heart shrinks from touching on the 
one all-important subject, when with our loved and 
dying ones we seem ever to be in the waiting 
attitude for the more convenient season. Still, we 
who have, as it were, a dying soul committed to 
our charge, from our uninterrupted attendance and 
our kinship, ought not to flag in duty. While the 
ship tosses on the roughened billows in the dark 
and stormy night, will any hand hold back the 
lifeboat ? No ; but with a voice of power the word 
goes forth, "Be strong, quit you like-men;" 
and with all the energy and all the might that 
can invest a frame, men rush to the rescue 
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through the seething foam; and oh the rich 
reward of recompense which burns in every 
breast if one, only one poor drowning man is 
" brought to the haven where he would be." Oh 
watcher I be thine that privilege : think not of the 
darkness, but ** call to the north wind to awake, 
and the south to come and blow upon the garden, 
that the spices may flow out." Then may the sick 
one say, " I sleep, but my heart waketh ; it is the 
voice of my beloved that knocketh, saying, { Open to 
me I ' " Making no compromise with sin, but tem- 
pering truth *Ho the shorn lamb," remember how 
the Lord " stayeth His rough wind in the day of 
the east wind" (Isa. xxvii. 8). Gently keep the 
sinking spirit resting fully, wholly, undoubtingly 
upon Jesus, whose shed blood can wash away all 
sin, whose love can pardon all iniquity, and who 
is ever interceding at God's right hand for those 
who rest their every claim for acceptance upon 

Him. 

• . • . . 

Let us now leave the veil which Jesus has drawn 
over our sorrowing hearts until, having wept with 
Him the gentle tears of love, we hear His voice 
proclaiming, " Thy brother shall rise again." 
In deep submission may each heart reply, " I 
know that my Redeemer liveth," for *' Thou art 
the Resurrection and the Life." 
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" WHAT THEN ? " 

What then ? Why, then, another pilgrim song, 
And then a hush of rest divinely granted ; 
And then a thirsty stage, ah me, so long ! 
And then a brook, just where it most is wanted. 

What then ? the pitching of the evening tent. 
And then, perchance, a pillow rough and thorny. 
And then some sweet and tender message sent, 
To cheer the faint one for to-morrow's journey. 

What then ? the wailing of the midnight wind, 
A feverish sleep, a heart oppressed and aching ; 
And then a little water-cruse to find 
Close by my pillow, ready for my waking. 

What then ? I am not careful to inquire, 
I know there will be tears and fears and sorrow ; 
And then a loving Saviour drawing nigher. 
And sayiDg, " I will answer for tormorrow ! " 

What then ? for all my sins His pardoning grace, 
For all my wants and woes His loving-kindness, 
For darkest shades the shining of God's face, 
And Christ's own hand to lead me in my blindness. 

What then 1 a shadowy valley lone and dim, 
And then a deep, and dark and rolling river ; 
And then a flood of light, a seraph hymn, 
And God's own smile for ever and for ever. 

Marie. 
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